











HARD BARGAIN 


I put my arms around beri 

Her hair tumbled on my shoulder 

I kissed her. 

I let nature take its course. She was skillful, 
all right, and anxious. Very anxious. 

Without seeming to do so, I delayed as 
long as! could, giving her time to run a fever. 

“Oh, AAike, please .. 

I deliberately lay back and reached for 
a cigarette. “What's the hurry?" 

“Pfeaier’ She was imploring. 

“Look," 1 said. “I want to know a few things." 

Her eyes narrowed with hatred. "Oh, 
you dirty—4" 

“Don’t be a fool. Whot's Colt to you now? 
Just an ex-gigolo." 

I heard her hard breathing; 

"I’ll tell you," she burst out finally. “I'll tell you 
everything. But afterward, Mike, afterword!" 

I put dovm the cigarette ond took her 
in my arms,, i • 
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ONE OF THOSE CRUISES 












ONE 


The ship rolled and pitched her in my lap* Or maybe it 
didnT roll, and Vivi |acl^oii just knew her way around 
She was twenty-nine but overripe, and she required 
sweater fillers a size smaller to be convincing—the ones 
she had were too good to be true. But there were worse 
ways of spending a day on the Pacific* Hell, yes. Ask 
Mike Maddock and Ill tell you how it is* 

You're thirty-six, see, and you kick around a lot You're 
a bum because you don't like work. You're such a bum 
you won't even pin on a shield. Or maybe they won't 
give you one because you are a bum. Anyhow, you wind 
up tailing round-heel wives for square-head husbands. 
That’s what you do most of the time. It pays enough for 
whiskey sours. What the heU more do you want? 

All right, so do I. That's the nice part of bumming 
around. There are always numbers like Vivi Jackson. In 
fiea-bag motels and on Pacific liners* A nice way of filling 
in time, and it's inexpensive. 

Vivi Jackson had a mop of red hair, a nice broad mouth 
and a properly dizzy expression. Why, sure, she'd love 
to come to my cabin for a drink. It took about a minute 
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for her to find out where I kept my lap. I had to shift 
her slightly to make an adjustment She smelled like a 
lilac garden. 

She lifted her glass. loaf of bread, a jug of wine—" 
“Gripes,” I said. TDrink your drink.” 

“No romantic talk?” 

“You didn't come here to talk ” 

“You don't have to be crude, darling. What's your 
name?” 

“Mike Maddock.” 

“You look like a cruise boy. You know, one of those 
male butterflies the line pays to be charming to ladies 
over thirty. You're not a cruise boy, are you, darling?” 
“You're not over Airty.” 

“Sweet.” She showed her teeth. “What do you do?” 

“Play cards. Ride the boats and play cards,” 

“Anything else?” 

“Pick locks, sometimes,” 

“That sounds nice and wealthy* Got any money you 
don't want?” 

“Why?” 

“I’d Iflce some. If you want me to be really nice to you ” 
She bent her head, and her red hair tickled my nose. She 
took my chin between her fingers. Lifting it, she pressed 
soft red lips to my mouth. Strictly in the coming at¬ 
tractions groove. I let her kiss. 

Then I stood up and dumped her on the floor. 

“You don't have to tell me what you do for a living ” I 
said, “Peddle it elsewhere, sister. I never paid a lady yet” 
She got up, rubbing herself ruefully. Not mad. A little 
smile made her mouth broader. She turned her big green 
eyes on me wistfully. “Can't blame a girl for trying, Mike. 
It's a living. But look—you don't have to pay, you don't 
want to. Honest. Not you. I like you, Mike ” 

“The moving finger writes,” I said, “and having writ, 
moves on. Suppose you make like Omar's finger ” 

“Ah, honey, don't be hard *. *” She moved in and put 
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long anns around my neck. T can make you very Bappy, 
darling" 

I disentan^ed her. “Thanks but—no, thanks " 

She sighed. Shrugging, she fixed her hair as she waEced 
toward the door. It opened before she turned the knob. 
I lifted my ey^ from her retreating charms. The man 
was tall and thin and dark-skinned. He wore a turban 
and a red cummerbund. Seersucker suit and sandals. A 
Hollywood swami in a B-flicker. 

"TTou re not intruding," I said. “The lady was just 
going. Come in, Mr. Sasata." 

Vivi Jackson sent reproach my way in a green-eyed 
message, and went out The Indian came in, moving like 
a stick. He had half-closed eyes, a wart on his sunken 
cheek, and a sharp jaw trimmed with black fur, Sitting 
down, his long legs bent under him as thou^ tiiey were 
fixed to his hips by bolts, 

“You know my name," he said. 

“The passenger lists are in English, Drink?" 

“No, thank you " He waited untfl I had Mled one, “Mr. 
Maddock, I have come to see if you would be wiUing to 
help me save the life of a lady who is indirectly your 
dient" 

I put the glass down on a small table near my bed. I 
did soma rapid thinking. This cookie knew the score, I 
smelled trouble. The insurance company had made no 
mistake in hanging me and Elaine Valentine on the tail 
of J^e Evans and the Dra^ata necMace, 

‘^ouVe talkiog about Jessie Evans?" I asked casually. 
He nodded. “The lady has refused to listen to me. I 
thought perhaps that she might listen to you," 

“Maybe. Talk" 

“The Draghata necklace, as you know, was orig¬ 
inally stolen from the Temple of Ahranisbad, The Prince 
of Ahranisbad, whose dutiful servant I am—" he leaned 
forward like a praying mantis, “—has plac^ upon me 
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the mission of restoring it to its rightful place in tihe 
Temple*** 

‘^Notwithstanding the fact that Jessie Evans has laid out 
a cool million and a half for flie rocks.** 

“Notwithstanding the fact,** he agreed quietly* “The 
Prince cannot be expected to buy back what is rightfully 
his.” 

“I take it Miss Evans doesn't think hi^y of the idea?” 
“That is regrettably true. That is why I have come to 
you.” 

And now the gimimcL I knew this old boy wasn't 
playing with empty sleeves. I'd been around diat long* 
‘Suppose I can't convince her?” 

“In that case, Mr, Maddock, she would have to die*” 
“You take care of the details yourself?” 

“Yes* I do the HBing. Oh, it's perfectly legal, I assure 
you.” Yellow teeth were visible in the smaD smile. 

I stared at him. Then I poured myself another one. 

“I never heard of a legal way to kill anybody,” 1 ad¬ 
mitted. 

“By prayer ” he explained simply, 

"You ran loll a man with a prayer?” 

“Oh, yes. I am the death priest of Ahranisbad. I have 
prayed many powerful enemies of the Prince to death. 

He saw my little smile. He dosed his eyes and smiled, 
too. He made a vaulted arch of his hands by touching his 
fingertips. His bps moved without words. Then he hum¬ 
med a low-pitched something that cam© out like the rasp 
of a file on metal* 

“Killing somebody?” I inquired. 

He ignored me for a few more seconds. Then he opened 
his eyes, lids at their usual half-mast* “Yes, he said, 
“Here? On board this ship?” 

“Yes. A passenger named Karl Peterson is now dead* 

I stared at him. There was a man named Karl Peterson 
on board, all right A fat unwholesome guy who pinched 
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women when he bought he could get away witt it. A 
lecher, 

Tf Peterson is dead,^ I sMd, *'yon’re telling me that you 
lolled him just now by sitting h^a and praying him to 
death?” 

*Tfes, Mr, Maddock. You doubted me, forcing me to 
convince you with a demons^ation of my powers, I chose 
Mr. Peterson because he is essentially an evil man, from 
what I have observed His deadi will be no great loss to 
anyone.” 

Of course, I could have been sitting in my stateroom, 
talking to a nut. Fu^ class. But if Peterson tuere dead..,. 

‘*A11 ri^t,” I said *So you can put the evil eye on 
Jessie Evans. Where would that get you? The necklace 
would go back to her old man, Casper Evans ” 

He folded his bands together, *We are patient I would 
then ask Casper Evans to return it to the Temple. If ha 
refused, I would have to kill him. Sooner or later, some 
owner of the necklace would value his Hfe above the 
necklace” 

He rose woodeidy. "Whei you vmfy the death of Mr* 
Peterson, I hope you wfll persuade Miss Evans. I would 
truly regret being compelled to choke off Me in one so 
young” 

His face cracked open in a sudden, ghastly giin. 

”Nice knowing you,” I said, reaching for the bottle, 
humbly thank you for your good offices, Mr. Mad- 
dock ” He creaked off a mild bow from the shoulders up. 

The door shut behind hiiri softly. 

When the bottle was empty, I broke the seal of an¬ 
other one. I had put quite a bit of daylight in it when 
it occurred to me tiiat I ou^t to go look for Mr. Peter¬ 
son, Vertical or horizontal. Hell widi it, I decided. If he 
was dead, he would keep, I didn’t feel like getting the 
heebie-jeebies sooner than necessary. 

Funny, I thought Sasata puts on a demonstration for 
me. Why not for Jessie Evans, for a direct pay-off? Maybe 
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this way he figures to spare himself any future demonstra¬ 
tions. Wherever the rocks go, if they’re insured, I prob¬ 
ably go, too. He doesn't have to knock off any more day 
pigeons to throw his scare. Just scare Mr. Maddock. He 
knows. 

I’d scare, too. If Peterson ware dead. 

Praying a man to death. Well. The hair-roots on my 
scalp began to itch. I’d gold-bridsed through four years 
in the Pacific, part time in New Guinea. There had been 
time to pick up some native lore. That’s how I knew about 
bone-pointing. 

Medicine men did the trick. Pointed a human or ani¬ 
mal diigh-bone at some character, and made with their 
traditional voodoo. In a littie while the character began 
to feel off his oats. Thai obHged by dying. No guns, no 
knives, no clubs. Fact, too, and it’s baffled die hell out of 
andiropologists. Some think the victims, told about the 
bone being pointed at them, lose the vriU to Uve and die 
of sheer terror. 

Maybe. Maybe not. But they die. 

And there's that voodoo stuff in Haiti—and that hoodoo 

stuff in Africa . *. 

So I wasn't ku^g at Sasata. K you can do it with 
bones, or by sticking pins in dolls, you can do it with 

prayers. . 

I swallowed some more liquor. A dothes-tree m the 
comer of the room began to dance and dimb die wall 
Not surprising. Nothing surprising. Except Vivi Jackson. 
I’d have sworn she was an amateur. Getting old. Losing 
my instinct 

I could still smell lilacs. 

I began to regret Idddiig out After alL 
The portholes began to rotate. 

The door opened. There were two girls, twins. They 
both looked like Elaine Valentine. My sidekick. My old 
buddy. My sun-tanned lady of the cream bracdets. My 
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fellow private eye. Very fine snow-blue eyes. Fine nose, 
too, what there was. 

"Mike,” she said. Then puckering her chin, storms in 
her eyes. “Might have known. Stinking, At a time like 
thisi” 

"What’s the matter witti a time like this?” 

"You wouldn’t hear me. Get into the showar.” 

"No. Positively no. The world is a lovely place right 
now, and you’ve got no ri^t—” 

"Mike,” she said. "Is that suit pre-shrunk?” 

"They didn’t say.” 

"You're going to find outl” She grabbed my arms and 
pulled. I came out of the chair, fioating too much to 
straggle. 

"Okay, okay. I’ll go quietly. Turn around.” 

"What forr 

*Tm going to get naked, that's what for.” 

"Oh, don't be a Idd. I’m twenty-nine.” 

“That’s why turn around!” 

“I'll imdress you. You couldn’t find a button—” 

“This could get embarrassing for both of us. Turn 
arotmd.” 

She sighed wearily. "I raised diree kid brothers—” 

"I’m not one of tiiem. Turn around, dammitl" 

Folding her arms, she turned around. The view from 
the rear lived up to the landscape in the front. Elaine 
came out where she was supposed to, amply. It was 
pretty, like spring. When the sap rises in &e young 
trees. 

'Then as I opened the glass door of the cabinet shower, 
I remembered the mirror over the door, and glanced at it 
hastily. Elaine’s scornful blue eyes met nfine. 

I dived into die shower and turned the cold faucet 

Sobering in gasps, 1 wondered about Elaine’s kid 
brothers. 

1 turned the water off. "I’m about to come out and get 
dressed,” I said. “Would you mind reading a book?” 
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Sighing in exasperation, Elaine picked up a maga^dne. 
She turned the pages as 1 dried myself and put on some 
clean clothes. Her eyes didn’t lift to the miiror, A blow 
to my ego .., 

Sober, I acknowledged the fact that things were better 
as they were* Let it lay. Thm-e are enough tomatoes in 
the world. I wsis here on a job. She was here on a job. 
The same job. Keep it business, Mike. The insuranee 
company wasn’t paying for a love cruise. And tiiey^d 
have other jobs, after this one. 

Idly, I wondered if the company ever used private 
dicks to tail its private dicks. Could be. For all I knew, 
Elaine shot them a private earful about me. Not likely, 
but still, a guy couldn’t be too careful. 

“Now," I said. “What’s in your pants?" 

She put down the magazine. “A corpse " 

“Say that agam?" 

“A dead man. In my cabin, face down. There’s a knife 
in his back." She pulled a wispy handkerchief out of her 
dress and gnawed at it. “I’m going to scream, Mike. I've 
been bottling It* 

I poured her a quick shot She gasped, but she didn’t 
scream. 

“Let's go" I said, “and see your friend," 

We went out into the passageway, I dosed the door 
and stepped back to let her squeeze in front of me. She 
made a nice rustle against me. Things like that made it 
hard to concentrate on dead men. Dead men are dead. 
I*m still alive. 

I foUowed her hurrying figure down the corridor. Her 
stateroom was soma doors away from Jessie Evans’ ocean 
nest. We had the poor Kttle rich girl surrounded. Elaine 
had her eye on all the suspidous mugs on the bow side. 
My beat was the stem end. 

She stopped at her room and hesitated. 

“You go in, Mike, First" 
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I opened the door and went in. 

It was like the lady said. There was a dead man on 
the floor with a knife in his back. I didn’t have to turn 
him over to recognize that it was Karl Peterson. 

Talk about forewarned being forearmed. Whewl 
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TWO 


Sasata had told me he was Idlling Karl Peterson. And 
here was the cx>rpse. No mystery at all. I even knew how 
it was done. Prayed to death, see. Captain? Just plain 
ordinary prayed to death. Sasata even prayed Peterson’s 
own hand-carved knife out of the sheath under his arm, 
where I’d seen him carry it, and prayed it into die fat 
man’s back. 

No mystery? 

Being old-fashioned, I like to figure that if a knife has 
found its way into a man’s back, more than a prayer studc 
it diere, I cased the joint It was an outside room, A deck; 
two portholes. 

I went to the wash-basin. It was filled with soapy water, 
I fished out a pair of sudsy scantias, "Exhibit A, Cherchez 

fa-* 

Elaine snatched them and dumped them back. **Mine * 
she snapped. "Don’t clown, you goof. This means trouble. 
Real trouble * 

I checked the doors. There was the one we had come 
in by. A second door led to the bathroom. I turned the 
skeleton key in the lock and opened it. There was a facing 
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door on Ae other side of the bathroom. “Who bunks 
next doorf^ 

“T^t French singer. You’ve seen her-very chanteuse. 
very false lashes, very peroxide." 

"Marie Dinan,” I said. “I met her in the bar.” 

j^ound heelsr There was just a touch of acid in it 

1 , immaterial. Was your front door 

lockedr 

“Yes. She certainly looks like a_" 

“How about this bathroom door?" 

T^ked from the inside, the way you found it” 

“Um.” The character on the floor obviously hadn’t 
^own there from a petunia seed. Plenty of blood on 
him, but none on the rug beneath him. Obviously lolled 
ekewhere, then dragged into Elaine’s stateroom. Not 
through the passageway. It had to be the bathroom door. 
That meant Marie Dinan’s room. 

I added one and one for Elaine. 

“But the key on my side of the bathroom door?” she 
objected. 

“Pushed out with the same key that opens her door 
to the bath. Body dumped, your key put back as it was, 
bathroom door locked. Exit via the front door of vour 
stateroom.” ' 

“What do we do now, Mike?” 

“Draw the curtains." 

She did. Then she looked at me wide-eyed, like a coed 
giving the business to her Medieval Lit prof. “What 
about—him?” 

“What about him?” 

“Should we-get rid of him? Or something?” 

“Why? Did you kill him?" 

“Funnyl” Scowling attractively, she braced herself 
against the back of a chair, her dress taut against her 
legs. Somebody dumped him here. Why not dump 
back? Let her explain.” 

"We don’t know that Marie Dinan did it* 
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"You said yourself—” 

“He’s dead io your room. Does that mean you did it?” 
She pouted. "WeU, ITl be danmed if I’m going to sleep 
with him in the room all the way to Australia.”^ 

“Who said? Come on-let’s go see the captain." 

“Fine ” she said sarcastically, as I held dxe door open 
for her. “I can see it all now. All the rest of the trip. Heads 
turning, whispers—‘She’s the one . • . found him in her 

room.’" j L .1 

I led her out on dedc. The sun was stiD hot and bril¬ 
liant The rail was blistering to the touch. The calm blue 
water below looked deliciously cool. Be nice, I thought to 
drag through it on the end of a hawser at the stem. 
“This isn’t the way to the bridge,” Elaine protested, 

“A detour. Through the bar." 

“Mikel” 

“Just one for the road, honey." 

"All right” she sighed. “But don’t make it a six-lane 
hi^way. I’ve got butterflies." 

We were drinking our drinks when I noticed him. His 
name wsis Horace Boflus, out of New York, and he was a 
psycho-quack. On a job like Oiis, Elaine and I were sup¬ 
posed to get a line on anybody who didn’t look too re¬ 
freshing. Fire prevention, sort of. 

In my book, he was a leech. Horace Boflus could have 
been a rat or a snake, but he was mostly leech. He was a 
small, scurrying guy with a poisonous, fixed si^e, and 
an air of injured, innocence, as Aough surprised and 
grieved that nobody liked him. His thinning hair was 
carefully combed and plastered. He smok^ Egyptian 
cigarettes, and his voice was a nasal, whining purr. A 

“Mr. Maddock. Miss Valentine." He took the stool next 
to us in a slow, smooth movement. He smiled at the 
bartender. “Advocaat, if you please, bartender. Thank 
you so much ” 

1 swallowed my diiiik without looldiig at him. 
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THow is my dear Mr. Peterson?^ he purred, 

I put my ^ass down sharply, Elaine s eyes widened. 

"What do you want?^ I said. 

His eyebrows rose sadly. "Want? But really, Mr. Mad- 
dock-” 

“I haven’t got time, Boflus, Blackmail? How much?" 

"Oh, I really had not considered anything hke that, Mr, 
Maddock. Tnilyl I would not presume to bother you 
about Mr, Peterson for a trifle like money, believe me—* 

"Hurry up. The air’s bad in here ” 

"Well , • " He licked his Hps and smiled imploring, 
"I do have a deplorable weakness for jewelry—" 

“Like the Dra^ata necklace." 

*Why, yes. Very beautiful thing, isn’t it? Oh, I should 
love to have it in my collection of abfets ^artr 

"What makes you diink I could get it for you?" 

He shrugged. "Your sldU with locks is famous, Mr. 
Maddock. For one thing. For ano&er, as the insiirance 
company's official watchdog, I am sure Miss Evmis would 
trust them to you. We might even arrange a harmless litUe 
robbery, so that you could be accused of nothing more 
than a bit of bad luck—" 

“You know quite a bit about my business, Mr, Boflus, 
Mmm?” 

"Oh, I make it my business to know things, Mr, Mad¬ 
dock," He smiled queasily. "It pays, don't you know?" 

“Maybe you know who killed Peterson?" 

He lit one of bis EgyptLan cigarettes. His eyebrows rose 
craftily, "Maybe, What is of interest to you, however, is 
Mr. Peterson’s body in Miss Valentine's stateroom. That 
could be most awkward to explain. I would be delighted 
to be of help.” 

“Like how?" 

"In addition to keeping my impulsive tongue quiet, I 
could also arrange that Mr. Peterson disappears from the 
stateroom and is shnply missing. All serene. Wouldn't 
you like that?" 
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TFor the necUaceF' 

“Oh, but yes “ 

“IT! let you know" I said. I tossed a few singlas on 
die bar and helped Elaine down from her stool 
The air smelled fresh and salty and good outside. 
“Why didn't you tell Mm to go to hellF' she said 
petulantly as we walked swiftly almig deck toward the 
bow. 

‘Tfou don't pull leeches off. You bum their behinds " 
We went up the white-painted iron staircase barred 
by a chain sign that read: CREW ONLY. Up another 
flight of stairs to die bridge. A sMp's officer, eye-blinding 
in white, saw us and came to block our passage. Tm 
sorry, sir, but no passeng^s—“ 

“I want to see Captain De Wyde immediately,*' I said* 
“He's having a nap, sir. Perhaps I can help you?“ 
“Wake him up,” I said, 

“I'm sorry, sir, but—” 

“Wake hhn up. A guy's been murdered * 

His jaw went to half-mast. His eyes went from me to 
Elaine, to see if I was making with die practical jokes. 
Then he wet his lips and stammered, ^TTiis way, please.” 

The captain's cabin was cool large. He couldn’t have 
had it better on land. For a second I diou^t I was in the 
men's lounge of the Toledo Club. There were floor lamps, 
yellow lea&er armchairs and sofa, maple desks, statuary 
—the works. And dwarfing it all was Captain Arfliur De 
Wyde. 

His white mustache and red face were a shade too 
magnificent. He was the kind of captain who looks sus¬ 
piciously too much like a captain. 

As he came toward us from the far end of the big room, 
his head was cocked to one side, and he snapped his 
fingers at his sides as he walked. Elaine looked properly 
intimidated. 

“Now, then,” he said tersely. “What is it?" 

I told Mm. No mention of Sasata or Horace Boflus* 
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^Murder, eh?” He muOed it over, as though I had fust 
infonned him there was a knock in his No. 3 engme, 
**How did the body get into your room, young ladv?” 
n don't know." ^ 

*T)amn.” He drummed his fingers on a table-top. 
*Trivate detectives, you say? Both of you?* 

We nodded modestly. 

*Well, look here. Suppose we say nodiJng to alarm the 
other passengers. Ill have the body taken out of the 
room and put on ice—er—taken care of, until we reach 
Hawaii, Would you two be willing to take charge of the 
investigation? Discreetly, of course.* 

*How much?" I said. 

He glared at me. "What do you mean, dr?* 

•Would you row a boat for me out of love. Captain?* 
"Da mn, man, this is no time to be mercenary! A man's 
been killed aboard my ship, and Tve got to—* 

"Exactly* You^m got to. Not us * 

His red cheeks grew redder. His mustache bristiled. 

"I could be nasty, sir,* he growled. "The dead man was 
found in the young lady's cabin, I could hold her under 
arrestl* 

"Let's put it this way, Captain * Elaine said soothingly, 
"Well keep our eyes open. It may be tied up with the 
reason for our being aboard. If it is, then it's our business.* 
He drew a deep breath. "Very weH,* he said curdy, 
"Then I will leave it in your hands until Hawaii* 

We left it at tiiat 

As we climbed down to A deck, I noticed the Rinso* 
white ofiScer eyeing Elaine's retreat. He wasn't admiring 
her nice head of straw hair. The jar of the iron stairs shook 
her uncorseted rumble seat in a most attractive way. 
Accidentally on puipose. 

In the old days they used to drop their handkerchiefs. 
"Run along and keep your eye on things,” I smd. 
"There's a lady I want to have a little talk witL* 
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Her eyes followed mine along the line of deck-chairs. 
When she saw Marie Dinan, her lip curled. “Talk?" 

I gave her a little pat and cut acaross the deck. I slid 
into the chair beside the French singers. “Hullo, Marie." 

Her long lashes fluttered and she turned her head side¬ 
ways. “Oh, *allo. Monsieur Maddockl" She made it sound 
like I was President of the United States. “Where you 
was all day? I look an* I look, but I see nowhrarel 

“Sorry. And where have you been?” 

She sat up, her big eyes bright. “You would lau^ at 
me!” she half-sang, half-chudded. "Wiz ze bugs I have 
been all afternoon. It was so interessantT 

"Did you say bugs?” 

“Oh, yesi Bugs. Professor Weederwood—you know 
him?-in his cabeen he has ze fascinating collection. Bugs 
from ze world ovct, you know? I like heem. All afternoon 
we are alone in ze cabeen. And always he is ze gende- 
man.” 

"Not like Karl Peterson, hey, Marie?” 

“Tat one!" She made a face. “Pinch, pinch, pinchl” 

"What time did you go to Professor Weederwood’s 
cabin?” 

“Pardon? Oooh . . . maybe it was one o'dock. I jus’ 
have leave heem zere, an’ come out for ze fresh air.” 

“Didn’t leave his cabin once, in all that time?” 

“Oh, nol It was so-o fascinating, you know?” 

"Bugs? Sure.” I didn't say anything for a moment. 
Wheels were turning. It was a beaut of an alibi, if 
Professor Weederwood backed it up. Elaine had discov¬ 
ered the body about three. It had been still warm, and 
couldn’t have been a corpse over an hour. That put 
Marie in the clear. 

I shoved off. On my way past the swimming pool, I 
cast an automatic eye at the Jantzens. I recognized an 
intriguing red-striped bathing suit. Sarah Banner, fuzzy- 
haired, wide-hipped maid of Jessie Evans. She was with 
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a small, hard-moothed guy* His name was Joe Calt A 
bop pianist, they said* He struck me as a hopster. 

He saw me and waved* *Tive-hand poker game tonight 
in the card room," he c^ed. "Count you in?" 

I nodded* He grinned crookedly and turned back to 
the girl 

A wrong note there, I mused* Joe Calt was the third 
wheel in a trian^e* He was traveling with his “friends" 
—Mr, and Mrs* Seymour White* Seymour White was a 
manufacturer* Rita White had a white stripe down her 
black-furred back. Joe Calt was the unofficial husband, 
and Seymour White knew it He looked the other way, 
mournfully, at the Pacifia 

Ev^imgs he sat alone in the main lounge, reading Life 
and Time, while his wife and Joe Calt enjoyed life* But 
if that was how it was stacked, what was Joe Calt doing 
making a play for Jessie Evans* maid? Rita White was not 
the land of gal to eat that* And from where I sat, she was 
Joe Calt*s meal-ticket. Was Sarah Banner a ticket to 
something better? 

I dedded to see how things were going around Jessie 
Evans’ neck, where hung the reason for this delightful 
Pacific cniise. I went down the passageway until I found 
the number 137, It was one of the six suites on board— 
specially redecorated for Jessie for the trip. As I raised 
my fist to knock, tiiera came a sudden crashing and com¬ 
motion on the other side of the door. A man*s snarling 
voice shouted, “Toma, torol Toma, toro! Ah-ah torol" 

Something smashed with a silverys shattering sound. 

Jessie Evans screamed* 

I turned the knob and went in. 
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THREE 


It was quite a tableau. 

Jessie Evajos was stretched out on a large bed, dressed 
in what seemed to be seven white veils and gold trim. If 
you could call it dressed. I didn’t need any polaroid 
glasses to make out the rosy areas under the veils. She 
was propped on one elbow. On the floor next to the bed 
were pieces of what had once been a rather magnificent 
vase, mingled with scattered roses. 

Next to the bed, face turned indignantly toward me, 
was Gilbert Gilbert, Jessie’s current “proteg^’*—to be 
polite about it The Bronx’s conlribution to the interna¬ 
tional art of bullfighting, Gilbert was ostensibly going to 
Australia to introduce bullfights down under, Jessie was 
staking the expedition, in return for a piece of Gilbert, as 
they say in sporting circles. It was no mystery which piece 
she had bought. 

The Bronx buM^ter was in full regalia, including a' 
scarlet cape and a sword which was oufetretched. It was 
obvious that he had been putting on a d^nonstration for 
Jessie, and had slain a vase in the excitement. The scream 
had been her reaction to the sudden shattering noise, 
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^en I can figure things out by myself, I don't bother ask¬ 
ing questions, I just stood there silently, fascinated by 
Gilbert's embroidered silk knee breeches. They fit him 
tightly. I wondered whether some men wore falsies, too, 

T didn't hear you knock," Gilbert said stiffly. 

T guess that's because I didn't knock," I said 

Jessie gigged and put a seductive arm up toward her 
braided hair. **Yon could have been embarrassed, Mike." 
Her voice took on a slow drawl, "You know, a girl doesn’t 
always scream when she wmits help. Under certain cir¬ 
cumstances, a scream could mean that she’s enjoying her¬ 
self immensely " 

“Okay," I said **Next tune just lau^ when you need 
me" 

"You can leave now, Maddcx^k," Gilbert said, one hand 
on his pink silk jacket, the other resting on his sword 

I gave him the back of my neck. “Like to talk to you 
a few minutes. Miss Evans. About the necklace." 

Jessie folded her hands behind her head, and stretched 
toward the ceiling. Jessie, it was obvious, needed no built- 
in assistance from any manufacturer. Gilbert cleared his 
throat angrily. 

"Go ahead, Mike " Jessie drawled. “Talk. Or—uh—can’t 
you concentrate?" She gave a provocative little laugh. 

The way she showed her teeth when she laughed 
put Jessie down in my book as a tigress. A man-eater with 
a puir, Gilbert, who coudn’t blow his nose without mak¬ 
ing a production out of it, was a stuffed stag. I felt a little 
sorry for the cluck. When Jessie started yawning instead 
of sighing, he’d just be another stuffed moosebead among 
her souvenirs, 

I didn’t ask her to Idck out Gilbert while we talked I 
wouldn’t have to fight for my honor as long as he was on 
the sidelines. Jessie had an undeniably tempting anatomy. 
But tile only portion of it I was assigned to tsie care of 
was her neck. Or at least the milKon and a halfs worth 
of rocks that went around it Jessie could "Mike" me all 
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she wanted, but she would stay “Miss Evans^ to me. I 
liked my job. 

“Miss Valentine and I have been pretty busy casing 
passengers ” I said. *Td like a mn-down on anybody you 
saw or spoke to today. Just routine." 

Jessie tapped her teeth and raised one knee on the 
b^. I tried to admire a portrait on the wall. 

“Well," she si^ed, “a Mr. White called on me this 
morning. Seymour White. Manufactures synthetic jewels^ 
or something like that. He wanted to look at the Dragbata 
necklace. Scribbled some notes about them. I think he 
wants to try to make some imitations ” 

“Didn’t let the rocks out of your hands, I hope?" 

“Of course not, silly “ She turned casually on her side, 
giving me a terrific view of the curves that followed her 
wherever she went “Then a little later, some English 
professor—Weederwood, I think he said his name was— 
blundered in looking for a moth he said flew through 
my transom. He’s a bug-hunter or something. He looked 
for it a while, then thanked me and cleared out" 

“Anybody else?" 

Jessie looked at the dot on her wrist that was a watch. 
“Hold it a minute, Mike. Time for my massage. Gilbert 
dear, tell Veebee to come in, will you?" 

“But certainly, dearest" He cKcked his heels and made 
a little bow* In profile his face looked like a quarter 
moon. I noticed that he took a good look at the fuI14engtii 
mirror of Jessie’s dressing-table as he went to the door 
that connected with the suite of Jessie’s maid, Ssnah 
Banner. 

He stuck his head into the other suite. “Veebeet" 

Veebee Ristidni was an ex-pug with fat cheeks, sus¬ 
picious little eyes and a tremendous black mustache. He 
came into the room with some towels and a folding table. 
His feet dragged, toes out He set up the table, shooting 
me a dirty look. Or maybe it was just im natural expres- 
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sion. Gilbert draped himself gracefully over a chest of 
drawers, for a bird's-eye view. 

Jessie rose from the bed, and the veil-dress billowed 
out behind her. With a little smile at me, she turned 
her back and let the veils down to her hips. Veebee put 
a sheet over her shoulders. The veils slipped the rest of the 
way down. Then Jessie lay on Veebee's table, face down, 
turned toward me. Veebee began pounding away at her 
with massive hands. 

Jessie's face ^owed with masochistic pleasure. 

"Well,” she continued with a little sigh, ‘"there was also 
Dr. Horace Boflus, Psychoanalyst or something. I met 
him at the bar. He offered to ^ve me a few Ireatments, 
just to show me how much good it woidd do me—^ 

”The man is a firaudl” Gilbert interrupted suddenly. 
"Jessie, you have to be careful about these foul little 
fortune-hunters who try to fasdnate youl'* 

O pot, O kettle, I thou^t in amusement. Gilbert ob¬ 
viously had ants in his pante about Jessie's predilectioii for 
hero worship. Bullfighters on Monday, psychoanalysts on 
Tuesday. It was no secret to any follower of the tabloids 
that Jessie Evans was wide open for any new thrill. 
Among other thin^. 

Veebee BistLcini helped himself to handfuls of Jessie's 
flesh with business-like speed. How any reasonably equip¬ 
ped man could help lingering over those pinches was 
beyond me. I couldn't help wonderiBg about Veebee. A 
guy who could keep his mind on that land of job would 
have plenty of somettiing else on his mind. I wondered, 
too, whether Veebee's brand of massage didn't vary m- 
terestingly when he had no audience. Jessie might be in¬ 
trigued, Any one as ugly as Veebee surely had his own 
peculiar fascination. There's no teUing about women. 

He was also Jessie's bodyguard. So I said, “Better glue 
on to Miss Evans, Veebee. We might be in for some 
razzle-dazzle. She could get hurt.” 

"Mind your own damn business,'* Veebee snarled 
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T deeply appreciate your cooperation. Miss Evans, Fd 
like to check with you twice a day for your plans, also a 
report on who you saw and where. Okay?* 

“Oh, poppycockl” Gilbert whirled his sword into the 
ceiling, where it stuck quivering. “The ne^dace is insured. 
Guarding it is the insurance company’s headache, Jessie, 
not yours! That’s why you pay premiums. Tell ^ crea¬ 
ture to let you alone and stop taking up your time. You 
don’t have to be bothered by h i m , if you don t want to! 
Jessie flashed me those teeth. 

“But I like to be bothered. Come and see me any time 
you like, Mike. Better knock first, next time. Gilbert might 
be showing me a few tricks.” She raised her eyebrows at 
me arddy. “Do you know any bricks, Mike?" 

“Yeah," I said. “I can wiggle my ears." 

“Oh? Is that all you can wiggle?” 

“Jessiel” Gilbert was ready to blow a fuse. Or my brains 
out on a dark night I could see that he was a v^ 
jealous guy. Jealous of where his next meal was coming 
from. 

“No," I admitted with a leer. “You ou^t to see me 
wiggle my pinky while bolding a cup of tea, 

Jessie grinned. I beat it before things got hot When the 
door closed behind mo, I could still hear Veebee pounding 
flesh. It’s remarkable what a woman will let you do to her 
to keep her hips from slipping down aroxmd her ankles. 

I ambled down the passageway into the foyer, and up¬ 
stairs into the bar. I relaxed in the plush atmosphere 
and hoisted my posterior to a yellow leather stooL 
"Vodka,” I said, just for the hell of it 
“Two vodkas,” said a soft voice beside me. 

Vivi Jaclson was an alley cat who looked more like a 
gjgmpsp pussy at the moment. She had freshened up her 
face with some striking purple lipstick that made a t«- 
rific contrast with her big green eyes. She had on gr^ 
earrings to set off flaming red hair. She wore something 

28 



sleeveless, almost topless, with a plimgtog V that went 
right on plunging to her belt 
“Aren't you scared something might fall out?" 

“A girl’s got to advertise," Vivi s^edL 
“Any sales lately?" 

She shrugged lightiy and took a sip of her vodka. “AH 
I want But you’ve got me wrong, darling. I'm not mon^* 
hungry. I give it away when I see someone I really like " 
I could stiU anell Macs. I stuck my nose into the vodka 
to drown out the odor. I guess maybe I’m not as broad- 
minded as I pretend. In the love department, I prefeired 
my merchandise fresh. Whra I was thirteen, my father 
had told me to be careful 
“I like staying healthy," I said, finishing my drink, 
Vivi bit her lower lip. “Don’t be crude, Mike, I’ve 
never been sick a day in my life " She put her long fingers 
over my hand and threw some imploring lashes in my 
direction. “I don’t know why I bother with a bum hke 
you, but there’s something about you. Why don't you let 
me show you my etchings?" 

I eyed the V of flesh flanked on eitiier side by two 
half-moons. One deep breath and Vivi would be peeping 
on both sides. "Is there anytiiing left to see?” 

Her nice broad mouth eased in a knowing smila 
“Plenty,” she said crisply. “I could make you hear a mil¬ 
lion violins, Mike.” 

"Wouldn't you rather have five bucks for nothing, 
Vivi?" 

"You’re not Idddliig me.” Vivi slid off the stool, bending 
over as she did so in order to let me see the rest of what 
was showing. "Your tongue is hanging out Only you just 
like to play hard to gat And you don’t like the idea that 
I sen it, even though I’m offering you free tickets. Well- 
one of these nights when you can’t sleep, Mike, the cabM 
is 170 on B deck" She let her red hair brush past my 
face. “ 'Bye, darling." 
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I paid the bartender and started to shove off for my 
cabin. 

“MaddocW* 

Gilbert Gilbert, out of his beef-gutting regalia and m a 
lightweight navy-blue linen suit diat must have nicked 
Jessie for plenty, caught up with me in the smoking room* 
He jerked his head toward a table and we sat 
He looked at me carefully and pinched the end of his 
pointed nose. I felt like a bull about to spitt^ 

"You didn’t say anydiing to Jessie,” he said, "but I know 
all about Sasata and Karl Peterson." 

“Yeah? What do you know?” 

“I know that Sasata killed Peterson by praying him to 
death. And he did it to show you what would happn to 
Jessie if she didn’t give up die Dra^ata °fcWace. ^ 

I lit a cigarette. Tou get around, for a bullfighter. 

"I’m worried, Maddockl What do you think? Is Jessie 
in real danger?” He looked reasonably nervous. 

“Could be." I blew some smoke toward a pormole. 
"What’s your pitch, Gilbert? Worried about what happens 
to you if Jessie en^ up in the ice chest?” 

He glared at me. “T^o necklace is worth die life of me 
woman I love,” he declared between his sharp, engaging 
teeth. "You’ve got to advise her to give up the necklace, 
let your company worry about getting it back. Otherwise 
they’ll have Jessie’s blood on their bandsi” - ^ 

I shrugged. “You’re in die wrong department, Gilbfflt. 
Veebee is Jessie’s bodyguard, not me. All the company 
pays me for is guarding die necklace.” > t. 

His moon-face dropped in disappointment he 

persisted, “can't you think of something to stop S^ata 
from praying Jessie to death? Surely there s somethmg 

we can do—’' ^ ^ ^ 

I got up. ‘Tfeah," I said. 'Why dont you hry ^ying 

Sasata to death? Give you something to do between 

showing Jessie tricks.” , . 1? 

I left him smouldering. His concern about Jessie Evans 
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ran about as deep as her checkbook. Not that Jessie 
wasn’t a dish in her own right, if a little on the ripe side. 
But boys like the bullfighter from the Bronx have only 
one love, and they shave it every morning. 

I pushed open the door to my cabin, 145, which was 
two doors dovm from Jessie Evans’ suite. I was greeted 
by the rather unusual sight of a man’s rear end raised 
from the floor in my direction. He apparently hadn’t 
heard me come in. He was looking under my bed and 
making strange noises. 
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FOUR 


“If you^he looking for me," I said, “I ain t there. 

The guy scrambled to his feet. A real character. Beard, 
pince-nez, and a mop of hair. He held a net in his right 
'hand. 

“Ah,” he said, clearing his diroat “So sorry. Hope you 
don’t old man. You see-it was a very rare sp^en. 
Hopped over your transom, so I took die liberty 

“Don’t your bugs ever crawl through cracks?" I said 
acidly. "Professor James Weederwood, I presume? The 

etymologist?” . 

He beamed over the pince-nez. “Ah, you recognize met 
Yes, I’m Professor Weederwood. Going to Australia, you 
know, for tihe Boston Museum. And you are-?” 

“Little Lord Faimtleroy,” I said. He knew damn well 
who I was. He said “Eh?” and adjusted his pince-nez. 

“Tell me. Professor,” I said casually, “did you show your 
bug collection to Mile. Dinan this afternoon, about one 

o’clock?” „ . j f 0 

“Ah,” he beamed. “Lovely person. Fnend of yoursi* 

Yes, and she was terribly intrigued. Very intelligent 
woman.” 
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^What time did she leave your cabin? About two, 
wasn’t it?” 

The Professor blinked his eyes. "Why, no. I happen to 
remember the exact time, as a matter of fact, because 
Mile. Dinan had to leave at four for the purser’s ofiSce,” 
Well, that checked with Marie Dinan’s story. So she 
couldn’t have had a hand in bumping off Karl Peterson, 
I sighed, nibbed my chin and said, ‘Well, drop in again 
some time. Professor.” 

"Ah—yes, of course. Delighted," 

He fumbled his way out 

I took off my tie and poured myself two fingers. Then 
I slumped into an araichair to do some thinking. All right, 
so it looked as if Marie Dinan was off the list. Jessie 
Evans had said that one of her morning callers was 
Seymour White, the manufacturer of synthetic jewels. 
He’d wanted a gander at the Draghata necklace. Maybe 
his reasons were legit Maybe not. lit any event there was 
a peculiar note in the White menage. 

White’s wife, Rita, had set herself up with a lover boy 
—Joe Galt, the bop pianist, Calt had aH the earmarks of a 
colde, and I had noticed Calt making a play for Sarah 
Banner, Jessie Evans’ maid. Why? If he was playing 
footsy with Rita White, why the pitch to Sarah? He 
wasn’t a free-lance. He was "traveling” with the Whites. 
English translation: Rita White was paying the bills’and 
could call the tune. He wouldn’t stick his nedc out with 
Sarah, unless it was aJI right with Rita. And why would 
it be all right with her? Something important, it had to 
be. Something important to Rita. 

I had Seymour White sized up as a rabbit, and Rita 
White as a skunk first class. The rabbit would do as be 
was told, and would also see no evil, hear no evil. There 
was some unhealthy connection between Seymour Wliite’s 
visit to Jessie Evans, and Joe Galt’s play for Sarah, Jessie’s 
maid. It struck me like a good idea to peek around 
Sarah’s cabin. I might find some answers. Anyhow, it 
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always intrigued me to poke around ladies^ lingerie. You 
found the damnedest things, sometimes. 

It was time for the first sitting at dinner. Sarah Banner 
would be heading for the dining room. I finished my 
drink, tied my tie, and went out into the passageway. It 
was only a few steps to Sarah’s suite, next to Jessie. I 
picked ihe lock easily, and stepped inside. The joint was 
the same size as Jessie’s, but it hadn’t been redecorated 
as Jessie’s had been. 

I went through a chest of drawers quietly. In the third 
drawer my fingers encountered some strange articles 
imder a pile of underwear. I took them out, A needle 
and a syringe. 

A few things began to add up quickly, 

Sarah was a hopster, like Joe Calt. That could be the 
link between them. Joe could be a source of supply for 
Sarah. And a connection is a guy you’d do anything for, 
when you needed the stuff. Anything, Murder. Rob, It 
made interesting food for thought 

The door opened suddenly. 

Sarah Banner stopped short and stared at me. 

For a moment I thought she was going to scream. 
Luckily, I’d put the needle and syringe back and shut 
the drawer. So it just looked as 4ough I was waiting 
there. She came toward me, her lips parted, her big blue 
eyes blinking. That fuzzy straw hair looked good on her- 
Sarah was a big girl, but she had the coirect portions 
for each serving. Addict or not, she struck me as some¬ 
thing of a dove. 

“Mr. Maddock,” she said breathlessly. Her slight lisp 
somehow added to her attraction, “What are you doing 
in my room?” 

I lit a cigarette and offered her one. 

“Why is a guy ever in a girl’s room?” I held the match 
out for her. *1 was waiting for you, Sarah,” 

She stared at me with wide, uncertain blue eyes. “What 
do you want to see me about, Mr. Maddock?” 
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not here as Mr* Maddock* I m here as . * * Mike.’^ 
She reacted with a little catch of her breath* ‘‘I—Ina 
afraid I don't understand—*^ 

“You don'tr I walked to her, gripped her soft upper 
arms and looked her over slowly, starting with her fuzzy 
hair and ending at her open-toed shoes. *Tfou shouldn't 
wear a striped swimsuit like the one you had on in the pool 
today, Sarah. Maybe you don’t realize what that does to 
a guy. I never really saw you before.** 

She closed her eyes. “No . - * Mike, please—** 

I tightened my grip on her arms. “Sarah. Sarahl” 

I could feel her heart gathering steam. Her eyes were 
still closed, her lips parted. I Hssed her hard. Her lips 
were soft and there was no resistance* Then she responded 
to my kiss suddenly in a way that left nothing to my 
imagination. My hands slipped around her back and 
pressed her hard against me. Our bodies met tensely. 
Somebody slipped six hundred volts through me. I think 
she felt it. She couldn’t help it* 

She opened her eyes. 

“Oh, Mikel" she whispered, trembling. “I-I never 
dreamed you’d ever notice me.” Her hand caressed my 
cheek, slipped softly down my chest, waist, thigh. My 
own glided dowm her back, past her spine and marveled 
at the wonderful plump curves that made Sarah Banner 
in a tight red swimsuit something to behold. 

My touch seemed to electrify ha:. She pressed my lips 
in an ardent kiss that tasted like three quick shots of 
whiskey. AU the restraint I’d been practLong on the Mp 
with Vivi Jackson and Jessie Evans went out the port¬ 
hole. I seized her roughly, swung her into my arms, and 
carried her across the stateroom. 

“Mike, Mike . . she whispered in a frenzied ecstasy* 
Her hands roved over me wildly, shamelessly. I was too 
excited to marvel at the complete abandon of so mild a 
girl as Sarah Banner had seemed—the girl I had thought of 
as a dove. We sat down on the bed. My hand went to her 
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blouse buttons, but she sighed passionately and ripped 
the blouse open with both hands. Her slip tore in half at 
the same dme. along with her bra. In a few wild wriggles, 
her full beauty was exposed. I caught my breath. Big 
and tall though she was—almost as tall as I—Sarah Banner 
was a work of art from the neck down. 

Somebody knocked on the door. I whispered a curse. 
Breathing hard, Sarah sprang up noiselessly in her 
stocking feet and ran rapidly to the door. Softly, she 
turned the lock, then faced me with her back to the door 
and her face glowed with triumph and anticipation. She 
walked slowly toward me, glowing. 

There were more knocks at the door. Sarah smiled at 
me. I reached for her rou^y, and she pressed my head 
against her. Her sldn was cool,-soft and tantalising. SarsJi 
closed her eyes and sighed softly. We heard footsteps 
fade from the door. I drew her down to me, gently, 
eagerly and I forgot everything but die soft breath on 
my cheeks. 

I felt an unbearable moment of love, a raging joy in a 
wild, surging fulfillment that raced on the music of a 
million violins, and bore her up on the same soaring 
wave of thunderous pleasure. 

Sarah sighed deeply. “Oh, darling, darling. . . 

We relaxed, still close together. I was drowsy, almost 
asleep. Sarah Banner, I thought numbly with gratitude, 
could have given cards and spades to most of the women 
I had known. Generous of flesh, she was also generous of 
herself. Her soft hand caressed my moist shoulder blade. 
Her pretty face glowed with the happy, satisfied glow 
that only a full, rich love can bring. 

“Mike, you're a wonderful guy,” she whispered softly, 
and kissed me. Her long lashes fluttered sleepily, 

I didn’t want to get away. I wanted to stay there and 
fall asleep in the drowsy warmth of her embrace. Then in 
a little while, I thought, perhaps again. . . . She seemed 
to read my intentions throngh her half-lowered lids. 
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“Oh, yes, Mike, yesl” she murmured sleepily. “Oh, darling, 
yesr 

But my urgent demand had vanished* After the first 
moments of delicious languor, I graduaDy began to come 
awake. Slowly I remembered that I hadn't come to Sarah 
Banner s cabin for this, no matter how wonderful it had 
turned out* Not without reluctance, I let Mike Maddock, 
private eye, slip into the place of the guy in Saral/s 
embrace* It made it harder that Sarah, fulfilled and trust¬ 
ing, snuggled closer to keep the indmate, glowing contact 
we both had shared* In soft repose, she again seemed a 
dove. Her fuzzy straw hair was wild on die pOlow, her face 
strangely innocent. 

“Sarah,” I said quiedy, “what about Joe Calt?” 

She sat bolt upright* Her eyes flashed wide open with 
sudden alarm* “What—what do you mean, Mike?” 

I lit two cigarettes and handed her one, Tm a jealous 
guy,” I said, watcluDg her reaction* “When 1 find some¬ 
body like you, I don't Idee to share her” 

Sarah relaxed visibly and took a puff at her cigarette. 
She even smiled a little in satisfaction, giving me an 
amused glance. Putting one foot shamelessly up on the 
spread, she folded her arms around it and rested her 
cheek on her knee. 

“Mike,” she said sofdy. “You don't have to worry about 
Joe CaJt* He doesn't mean a thing to me ” 

“You seemed mightly firiendly with him at the swim¬ 
ming pool,” I pointed out a litde coolly. 

She chuckled coaxingly. “He never got anything like 
this, darling.” She smiled, and she kissed me deeply. It 
was a long, devouring Idss* My blood pressure started to 
rise, and I sensed that Sarah was gently mcUning me back 
with her. For a moment I was sorely tempted. But then 
the shrewd apple that was Mike Maddock took possession. 
TLeave 'em wanting more” was a smart policy. When a 
girl gets really hungry for you, you can use her any way 
you want Maybe it wasn't according to Emily Post, but 
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the racket I’m in doesn’t exactly inspire noble gestures. 

Tve got to beat it now, Sarah,” I said with a reasonably 
sincere show of regret. Sarah, I realized with something 
like wonder, was a girl to whom the hipest acme of 
romantic love was only the end of a first chapter. She 
was probably capable of going through the whole book 
at one session. 

Sarah helped straighten my tie, button my shirt and 
brush lint from my jacket. 1 pulled her to me roughly, 
burned a kiss on her lips, and left before I weakened. 

“Please come again, soon," Sarah begged as I opened 
the door. "Night or day, any hour, Mikel" 

I straightened my hair in the passageway and glmced 
at my watch. Five minutes to the second sitting of dmner. 

I took a deep breath and went to Elaine’s cabin^to pick 
her up. I knocked twice. Elaine’s voice said, “Almost 
ready. Come on in.” 

She was putting some uimecessary rouge on her creamy, 
lightly tanned cheeks. She looked at me in the vanity 
mirror. Her hand paused for a moment and she held my 
eyes. I tried to appear blithe and nonchalant, 

“You," Elaine said nastily, Hook like the cat who s 
swallowed the canary. Tomcatting again?” 

I wondered what amazing instinct tells a woman. 

"That’s an invasion of privacy,” I declared lightiy. 

She shrugged, put the final touch to her cheeks. “I m not 
asking for any details. Only you might at least button 
your jacket. I wouldn’t like anybody in the dining room 
to get the idea that those two lipstick prints on your shirt 
are mine.” 

I buttoned my jacket. 

“Get a line on anytiiing?” I asked her gruffly. 

“Not much." She rose and faced me, looking deliriously 
cool, dean and refreshing in a dirndl sldrt, strapless black 
top and coolie jacket. The black top jutted out proudly. 

She picked up her bag and we went out into the rom¬ 
panionway. As we descended to E deck, she said, Re- 
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member Horace Boflus? The leech who tried to blackmail 
tis at the bar about Peterson? I spotted him in an empty 
comer of a lower deck. He had his head together with 
Veebee Risticini. They diduT see me ” 

"Oh?” Here was a little snrprise* Boius had already 
gotten to Jessie Evans, throwing her a pitch about psycho¬ 
analysis* Our little talk in the bar had left no doubt that 
he was hot after Jessie’s fabulous rocks. And now Elaine 
had spotted him in a huddle with Veebee, the hiiman 
rhino who served as Jessie s masseur-bodyguard. Veebee, 
like Sarah Banner, would bear watching. 

At dinner Elaine was calm, cool, aloof* I couldn’t decide 
whether she was sore at me for what she suspected, or 
just in a mood* I noticed Vivi Jackson at a table, being 
coy with a fat, well-clothed gent who was obviously 
a customer, Vivi caught my passing glance, and delib¬ 
erately did wicked things with her eyes, her head turned 
away from the fat man. There was no mistaking what 
she said with her glance. 

I’d forgotten that I was dining with a lady eye. Little 
worth noticing escaped Elaine’s alert attention. 

"Mikel” she said tersely, kicking my ankle. ‘'You’re at 
dinner with me ” She studied me with exasperated 
wonder, "My goodness, isn’t once a day enough for you?” 
I almost coughed up my soup. 
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FIVE 


Afteb binneb I told Elaine to keep an eye on Boflus, 

She seemed a trifle disappomted and smoothed the 
coolie jacket with lowered eyes. “I thought maybe—weU, 
there’s dancing after the movie. Don't we ever take any 
time oflF?” 

I was standing behind her at the rail. I found myself 
taking in what was undeniably one of Elaine’s outstand¬ 
ing features. The back of her sldrt swelled out in a lovely 
curve. It wasn’t overdone. Just luscious enough to make 
you want to spank for the sheer joy of it. 

“Don’t tempt me,” I said. Elaine thought I meant ahout 
taking time off. “I’ve got a date to keep an eye on some 
mugs.” 

She turned and faced me, contempt curving the comers 
of her attractive mouth." “Is that what it’s called now?” 

“Look,” I said patiently. “Since we’ve got to work to¬ 
gether on tliis job, we’d better st^ trusting each other—” 

“I trust you, all right,” Elaine flashed. “I trust you to 
jump into the sack with these floozies who have been 
throwing themselves at you, while I spend a miserable 
evening watching Horace Boflus enjoy himself ” 
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I si^ed. “ITl be in the Smoldng Room, if you want me. 
And the only ladies 111 be fingering will be queens. Along 
with a few aces—I hope. And just in case you think Ill be 
enjoying myself, the boys Vm playing with are all strictly 
from suspicion. Now are you happy?” 

Elaine fingered the buttons on my jacket. “Don't get 
the idea that Tin jealous, or anything ” she murmured, 
“It's just that—well, you are an attractive guy, Mike ” 

“Also a guy on a payroll," I reminded her, “I think you 
better remember, too, that a man has been knocked off, 
and the reason is linked to the necklace—which is why 
we're here. Don't take any chances, baby. Play it close to 
the chest ” 

She looked up mth a wry smile. “Is that a crack about 
mine?” 

I grinned. "See you,” 

They were already playing when I entered the Smok¬ 
ing Room, Joe Calt, the cokey pianist, lifted his arm to 
signal me. I studied him as I approached the table. He 
had hair like a parrot, red face, pudgy flesh, and nervous 
habits. I put him down for a rat, garden variety. 

The other two at the table were Gilbert Gilbert, the 
Bronx bullfighter, and Seymour White, the manufacturer 
of synthetic jewels. White was a small, bald man in 
clothes that looked too big for him. Ha had a mournful 
expression, and his vague eyes seemed lost in thought 
behind thick-lensed glasses. Definitely a rabbit. I won¬ 
dered what terrible things could happen to a guy to let 
him sit down to a peaceful game of cards which included 
the man who was openly his wife's lover. 

There wasn't much talk. That was okay by me, I was 
mainly interested in getting a line on each guy at that 
table. Nothing tells you more about a man than the way 
he plays poker. I learned a lot in an hour, Joe Calt played 
his hands high, wide and handsome, and bet recklessly, 
nervously. Whatever his deal was with Sarah Banner, I 
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guessed, it was a bold play and for big stakes. He’d bear 
careful watching. 

Gilbert went in heavily for bluffs. But he didn’t have 
the poker face for it, and he was easily outguessed. That 
stacked up fairly well with the way I had sized him up. 
If he had any notions about the Draghata necklace, I felt, 
it wouldn’t be too hard to cut him down to size. Seymour 
White, on the other hand, was somediing of a puzzle. He 
played dully, without courage, without too much interest 
I noticed that he never looked at Joe Galt when the latter 
spoke to him. I had a feeling that he could be a key man 
in any shenanigans. But never on his own hook. White was 
a guy who was bom to be pushed around. 

“Is Mr. Maddock at this table?” 

I had started to deal. I put the cards down and took an 
envelope handed to me by a steward. I flipped him a half 
buck and opened the envelope. The note read: Better 
come. My cabin. E.” I put it in my pocket and said, "I’ll 
have to cash my chips, gents. If you’re still playing when 
I get back. 111 take a hand again.” 

Gilbert Gilbert stared at me suspiciously as I Irft I 
knew he was wondering whether the note had been from 
Jessie. 

Elaine was looking as fresh and lovely as when I had 
left her earlier in the evening. She closed the door behind 
her, and faced me with apology in her fine snow-blue 
eyes. “You were playing cards," she said. “Sony I was a 
disbeliever, Mike. But you do have an eye for an ankle.” 

I let my eyes lower-but not that far south. “Ankle?” 

She pretended not to blush. Tve been watching Horace 
Boflus, like you told me to. Half an hour ago he went 
into Jessie Evans’ cabin. He hasn’t come out since. 

"Boflus, eh?” I rubbed my chin thoughtfully. “This I do 
not like. I think well drop in on Jessie. Social call. 

“What do you suppose he’s up to?” Elaine held the 
door open for me. 

"Jessie told me he was trying to sell her a bill of goods 
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about psychoanalysis* Wanted to give her a quote sample 
unquote, Jessie wouldn't know psychoanalysis from a hole 
in the ground. My guess is that the good Dr. Boflus is 
giving her a touch of hypnosis. That could be an easy 
way to latch on to the rocks ” 

*‘Oh!*' Elaine was impressed* As we approached Cabin 
137, Jessie's suite, she threw me a side glance* ‘"You must 
have a criminal brain, Mike, to figure out angles so 
smoothlyl” 

‘‘Natch ” I tried the knob. The door was locked. 

I knocked. There was no answer and no sound. I 
knocked again. Nothing. Then I pounded loud enough 
to wake up C Deck, D Deck, E Deck and anything up to 
forty fathoms down. That would also wake Jessie from any 
hypnotic trance, 

I got action. 

The door opened two inches, Veebee RisHcini appeared 
in the crack. “Cut that outl" he growled. 

"Open up, Veebee,” I said pleasantly. “I want to see 
Miss Evans. Urgent” 

"Scram* She's talcin' treatments from her psychiatrist 
Come back in the morning. She don't want to be dis¬ 
turbed,” 

“111 believe that, Veebee dear, when she comes to the 
door and tells me herself. Would you mind calling her?” 

"I said scram, wise guyl” Veebee started to shut the 
door* I kept my foot in the crack and heaved my shoulder 
against the metal frame. That was a mistake. 

Veebee opened the door, stepped out with a swiftness 
remarkable for his bulk, and shut it behind him* 

I saw the heavy black hair on the back of his hand as 
it shot toward my jaw. I ducked, but staggered back from 
an explosion of dynamite on die side of my skull Veebee 
came after me with powerful swings* I saw Elaine grab 
his arm. He shook her off simply by lifting that sledge¬ 
hammer of flesh and slamming me with it again. I shook 

43 



from stem to stem and lurched sideways in the passage¬ 
way. 

With no expression, not even so much as a quiver of 
his tremendous black mustache, Veebee worked roe over. 
From a technical point of view, it was a superb job. I 
felt like the Monday morning wash in a Bendix. I tried 
to punch him away, but it was like slapping concrete. I 
went down twice. Each time, Veebee pickf^ me up by 
the front of my shirt and slammed me down again. I 
could taste blood, and it didnt taste good. 

I don’t know how long the fun would have gone on if 
Elaine hadn’t come to die rescue with an extremely 
bright idea. She lifted her pointed evening slipper. Tak¬ 
ing careful aim, she drove it up as hard as she could. Ve^ 
bee grunted heavily and doubled up, clutching at himself. 

Holding himself, he turned, opened the door of Jessie 
Evans’ room, and disappeared behind it. Elaine, with mur¬ 
murs of sympathy that registered dimly through the whirl¬ 
ing circles of sound in my ears, got me to my feet. She put 
my arm around her shoulder, and staggered me back to 

my cabin. , 

Easing me onto my bed, she went to the washbasm, 
doused a washdoth, and cleaned me up a bit. I e^e 
to a little as she applied methylate to the cuts. 'The sting- 
ing cleared my head, but I felt weak as a baby, I tried 
to sit up but couldn’t make it 

“Where are your pyjamas?” Elaine asked. 

“Second drawer of the bureau," I said woozdy. Then I 

reacted. “Oh, no, you don’t—" 

Elaine got out the pyjamas and put diem down next 
to me on the bed. Then she began to unbutton my shirt. 
I held her wrists, but there wasn’t much strength in my 
grip. 

“Elaine. Cut it out— 

“Don’t be a jackass,” she said calmly. Tve put my 
brodiers to bed when they came home with a load on. 
Just relax." 
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TRelaKl** I stared at her cool, lovely profile. At the ap¬ 
petizing ctirve that started at her hips. Chemical change 
began to set in rapidly, hastened by the touch of her 
fingers on my chest. I knew that I was going to be, as they 
say in French, emharrassi. And so would Elaine, Or may¬ 
be she was perversely curious to see whether or not she 
would have sufficient reason for embarrassment 

When she had my shirt and imdersinrt off, she removed 
my shoes and stockings. Then she loosened my pants belt 

'Tllaine,” I warned her helplessly. "You re about to find 
out that I am not relaxed Just leave me like this. Ill he 
okay in the morning.” 

"Oh, stop being so fussyl” She smiled slightly. ^‘Anyone 
would think I was going to eat you!” 

I didn’t answer that. I raised my hips slighfly to let 
Elaine remove my pants. I was now exposed in nothing 
but briefs. Elaine had two perfectly good li^t-blue eyes. 
It should have been obvious to her that I was not at all 
indifferent to her charms. I wasn’t sure, but it seemed 
to me that there was a slightly amused curve to her Bps, 
Or perhaps it was amused contempt. The contempt of an 
attractive girl who knows her power to arouse a man. 

She reached for the elastic of my tight-fitting briefs. 

I hit her with a pillow. She gasped in surprise. Then she 
chuckled softly and knowingly. "Oh, Mikel” 

"I am not—repeat, not^ne of your brothers ” I said 
finnly. "Would you mind putting on my pyjamas—since 
you’re so intent on playing Florence Nightingale—ooer my 
briefs?” 

"Very well,” she sighed. "You hopeless prude.” 

"I happen to be a little over the age when I can be 
viewed harmlessly in the altogether as 1 pose on a velvet 
cushion ” I grumbled "Or didn’t your mother ever tell 
you?" 

Her candid eyebrows rose in two superior arcs. "The 
trouble with you is,” she said loftily, tying my pyjama 
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strings, “you imagine that youre fatally interesting to 
every female ” 

Stung, I replied gruffly, “W^ant references?* 

Elaine shot me a look as she slid me under the blanket. 
“The bigger they are,” she said with cryptic disdain. 
“The bigger what are?* I demanded. “And so what?* 
“So good night,” Elaine smiled softly, leaving. 
Sometimes I'm not sure I understand women. 


When the morning light poured into my stateroom, I 
stirred—and groaned. I felt stiff as a dowager's neck. The 
pounding I had taken from Veebee had not exactly added 
to the elasticity of my muscles. To make matters worse, 
the boat was rolling heavily in a swell. I managed to pull 
myself out of bed. Opening the porthole I took some 
deep breaths of damp, salty air. 

Shaving was a tough job. There weren't many places 
on my face where I had a dear run. Veebee s fists had 
criss-crossed my otherwise presentable countenance with 
angry red bruises. Swearing softly, I made a mental 
note that I owed Veebee a little something for his trouble. 
I had no illusions about being able to smash that face 
of his to a pulp wltfi my fists. But there were many ways 
in which tat could pay off tit, 

I knew that Veebee made the first sittiiig at breakfast, 
so I timed my arrival at Jessie’s suite to miss him. 

Sarah Banner let me in. She caught her breath when 
she saw me. Then a tiny smile of delight played around 
her lips. She turned her head, apparently to see whether 
Jessie was observing her. Then she rose on her toes and 
gave me a quick, sfient kiss. 

I grinned. 

Suppressing a laugh, Sarah called out, “Mr, Maddock 
is here to see you. Miss Evans ” 

“Throw the gentleman in ” Jessie’s voice said cheer¬ 
fully from within the suite. Sarah stood back to let me 
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pass. Then she said, in that sKght lisp which went so well 
with her fuzzy blonde hair and doll-like face, “IT! be go¬ 
ing to breakfast Is there anything before 1 go, a£ss 
E vans?* 

“That’s all now, Sarah ” 

“Very well, ma’am.” As Sarah left, her hand swept 
subtly across my body, and I caught her adoring smile. 

Jessie’s morning attire was as startling as the veM dress 
she had worn the previous day. She had corded gold 
bracelets on one arm, and her hair cascaded down to her 
shoulders. She was dressed in what I would call a land 
of sarong—strapless, the neck-line having about Ihe same 
fimcdon as saucers have to cups, Ihe material was a dark 
silk. 

She was seated in front of her dressing table, curling 
the lashes of her green eyes. She smiled at me in the mir¬ 
ror, I realized my jaw must have lowered. 

“Like it, Mike?” She opened a drawer of the table 
and took out a plush box. Out of die box she hauled the 
Dra^ata necklace—one and a half million bocks’ worth 
of strung rock. It glittered and flashed in her hands like 
the Fourth of July, She put it around her neck, and the 
mirror blazed widi colored light 

“Ye gods ” I said when I could catch my breath. 
“You’re not going to wear that for breakfastl” 

Her eyebrows rose. She tilted her head back toward 
me, “Why not? Think somebody might spoon them by 
mistake for canteloupes?” Her crimson lips widened in 
a soft chuckle, 

“I’m not talldng about canteloupes * I said, rubbing 
my jaw. “I’m talking about diat ice on your attractive 
chest.” 

“Why, Mike!” She swung around on the bench and 
threw all her charm at me, T hadn’t diought you noticed 
such things—you re such a cold 8shl” 

“You can’t help noticing things when tiiey Mt you in 
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the eye,” I pointed out, suppressing a smile. Cold fish? 
Lady, I thought, you should ask your maid* 

“Well,” Jessie laughed, throwing her hand back and 
patting her hair in place, “I haven't exactly hit you in the 
eye with my special charms, Mike. But it sounds like a 
gay idea.” She rose and came toward me. “Maybe if you 
said something very amusing, they might rise to the 
occasion” 

“Your charms wouldn’t need much encouragement to 
do that. Never before have I seen so much contained 
by so litde.” 

“You haven't seen anything yet, Mike ” she said softly, 
reaching out slender ^gers to straighten my tie. Her 
nails were a brilliant red, and sharp. They could pierce 
a man's flesh in excitement, I reflected. And it didnt 
seem to take very much to get Jessie Evans excited. I 
wondered vaguely whether she was a nymphomamac. 
Or just liked a lot of men, 

I cleared my throat uneasfly, “Look, Miss Evans, I 
think you're asking for trouble if you’re going to go 
around wearing more than a million bucks on your 
throat” 

“Oh?” She seemed surprised* “But, Mike, diat’s why I 
insured them. That’s why you're on my tail, in fact* 
What's the good of owning them, if I don’t get the 
pleasure of wearing them?” 

“Most people with rocks like that have a set of imita¬ 
tions made. They wear those—and everybody knows they 
own the originals, so it’s pretty much the same thing. 
They only wear the real stones on special occasions. And 
then they're tailed pretty closely by private dicks when 
they do.” 

“Well, I’m not worried,” Jessie shrugged her lovely 
shoulders. “With you and Miss Valentine on board to 
keep an eye out, what can possibly happen to them?” 

“Plenty,” I said grimly, “If I had had any idea you 
just kept them loosely in your dressing table^-l” 

“Oh, the drawer has a lock, Mike—” 
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""A lockF' I couldn’t help groaning, TLoolc, Miss Evans, 
don’t you realize that there are guys who would cut your 
throat for two bucks? What do you suppose they would 
stop at when a inillion and a hdf is involved?” 

Her lashes fluttered uncertainly, “Why-I hadn’t given 
the matter too much thought ” 

’What was that guy Boflus doing in here last ni^t? 
When Veebee flattened me as I tried to get in?” 

Jessie looked surprised. Weebee—flattened you?” 

^Didn’t you hear the commotion?” 

“Why, no, I didn’t hear anything, I do seem to remem¬ 
ber some loud knocking at die door. I was sort of sleepy, 
and the noise woke me up, Veebee went out for a few 
moments, tihen came back to say that some drunk had 
gotten mixed up trying to find his stateroom,” 

“What was Boflus doing to you?” 

“He’s quite a fascinating little character,” Jessie smiled 
innocently. “He had me on the couch—purely profes¬ 
sional, you understand—and was giving me a taste of 
psychoanalysis. Very interesting. It certainly makes one 
drowsy, though,” 

“Did you continue after my knocking woke you npT* 

“No. I told Dr. Boflus that I thought I had had enough 
for one evening. He seemed awfully disappointed, and 
tried to persuade me to go on with it. Then Gilbert came 
in through the door that connects his suite to Sarah’s 
and mine ” 

I let out a deep breath. “Look, Miss Evans, Take pity 
on my blood pressure. Don’t let that guy Boflus into your 
stateroom againi He wasn’t psychoanalyzing you. He was 
hypnotizing you. He is after the necklace. I’m convinced. 
And he isn’t the only one, by a long shot. YouVe just 
got to be more careful. What about putting the necklace 
in the purser’s safe?” 

Fingering the glittering jewels around her graceful 
neck, she was eyeing me with her shapely head to one 
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side and a smile in her light green eyes. Then she undid 
the clasp of the necklace and handed it to me. 

Tve got a better idea, Mike. Yon hold them for me. 
That way they can gang up on yon instead of me. When¬ 
ever I want fhe necklace, why, I can just come to your 
cabin for it ” 

“Oh, that won*t be necessary* I said hastQy, remem¬ 
bering my determination never to mix clients and pleas- 
iire. “Just send Veebee or Sarah-” I stopped short “No, 
maybe youYe right. You*d better come yourself. 

She misread my intentions. Turning the corded gold 
bracelets on her wrist, she moved closer toward me* Her 
hip touched me. and I could smell the delicate jasmine 
she used behind her ears. 

“I hope you wonY mind if I disturb you for them at 
odd hours.” She smiled provocatively* 

A sudden suspicion assailed me. 

“By the way—was turning these rocks over to me your 
own inspiration, Miss Evans? Or did somebody suggest 
it?” 

She shrugged. “As a matter of fact it was Gilbert who 
thought it might be a good idea. I just happened to re¬ 
member it when you brought up the subject.” 

That started some wheels taming. Why did Gilbert 
want me, of all people, to have the rocks? Did he think 
I was an easier mark than Jessie? In any event once the 
word went out that I was the target for tonight I could 
expect some quick and fancy passes in my direction. By 
drawing fire, I could smoke out the real threats to the 
necklace. And I might also get a line on who kUled Karl 
Peterson. 

I took the necklace and slipped it into my pocket* 

“Want a receipt?” I said, starting for the door* 

“IVe got one ready ” Jessie Evans smiled. As I put my 
hand on the doorknob, she moved her glamorous body 
next to mine. Her long, slender fingers went up to die 
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sides of my face, her nails digging gently into my sWn 
as they slid along. 

“Sign here/* she whispered, and pressed a deep, thirsty, 
lingering kiss on my unprepared lips, A Sunday loss, and 
intoxicating before breakfast Jessie did not kiss only 
with her lips. Every part of her kissed every part of me 
at the same time, Jessie smiled as she kissed, feeling my 
urgent and uncontrollable response. 

Smile on the face of the tigress, I thought acidly. What 
Jessie Evans kissed she would devour. When she had 
squeezed a man dry, she would throw him out with the 
orange peels. Not for me, thanks, 

I took a deep breath and tried to slow down my pulse. 
As she released me, I noticed that her charms had, in¬ 
deed, risen oompletely from her sarong. I was spellbound 
for a moment 

“Don't look now, Miss Evans,” I managed to stammer, 
“but I think some things have slipped ” 

She smiled at me, tongue roguishly in cheek, 

“I know,” she said softly, breathing in, “Like it, Mike?” 
There was nothing to do but show her that I did. So 
I did, 

‘Tbanks, Mike,” she breathed. She kissed my hair. 

I went out quickly before I forgot all about breakfast 
As I went tL-ough the passageway to pick up Elaine 
in her cabin, I forced myself to think of the necklace. I 
needed to cool off before I picked up my fellow eye in 
a conspicuous condition of heat. It was one thing, I re¬ 
flected, to invite trouble by being touted as the boy who 
was now carrying the ball. But my job was to protect 
the necklace. I thought of the pursers office, but decided 
against it, A skilled thug might be able to hijack there. 
The smart thing to do would be to turn it over to Elaine 
and let her hide it. Even if the bad boys who wanted 
the necklace did get me over a barrel, they still wouldn't 
get the necklace. 

I explained the deal to Elahie. She took it coolly, along 
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with the necklace I handed over. She let it drop into the 
gully of her dress until she could think of a better plac^, 
I wondered why she seemed so cool toward me, 

Elaine want to die door. Without turning her head she 
said in a strained voice, T[f youTl take the trouble to 
look at yourself in a mirror, you'll notice two round 
circles of powder on your coat lapels. It doesn't take 
much imagination to guess how they got there. You seem 
to have had your breakfast already. Excuse me while I 
have miner 

She slammed the door behind her, 

I looked in her dressing-table mirror. It was like the 
lady said. I hadn't noticed that Jessie Evans apparently 
powdered both her charms. Two very clear prints had 
come oflF on my coat lapels. It was quite amazing to ob¬ 
serve, from the silhouettes, how large the originals were, 
I sighed. For a guy who ran into more than his share 
of this sort of thing, I was damned careless. I went to my 
cabin to change my coat. When I opened the door of 
my cabin, I stopped short in the doorway, A nasty litde 
shiver went down my back. Mr, Sasata, turban, red 
cummerbund and all, was sitting in the easy chair, facing 
me. He looked sad, 

“Mr, Maddock," he said calmly as I let the door swing 
shut behind me, “I deeply regret the necessity, but I am 
afraid that I must begin prayers of death for—well, for 
you** 
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SIX 


Sasata could taxe his death prayers and shove them. 
I didn't fall for that crock of horse shavings. But “pray¬ 
ing” me to death meant he was putting the finger on me. 
I might waft to the pearly gates not on the wings of 
prayer, but on the hilt of a knife. I was not enthusiastic 
about this tuni of events, 

I lit a cigarette and blew some smoke bis way. 

"You mad at me or something, Mr, Sasata?” I asked 
politely. 

If a cobra can be said to smile, Sasata smilecL *Tm 
afraid that neither of m can afford to be facetious, Mr. 
Maddock. I trust you will remember that I prayed Mr. 
Karl Petersoo to death, as a demonstration of my powers, 
while sitting in this very chair.” 

"You d be a sensation on TV,” I admittecL 
"Miss Evans has wisely turned over to you die Ehrag- 
hata necklace. As you know, I am sworn by the Prince 
of Ahranisbad—” he leaned forward in a stiff bow "—to 
restore the necklace to the Temple, I would greatly ap¬ 
preciate it if you would spare me the necessity of killing 
you in the process.” 
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would I,** I said, oilmg my mental reflexes, I decided 
to play along for a while, to see what I ooiild find out 
**Unfortunately I have a grave problem, Mr. Sasata ” 

He nodded sagely. “That I fully realize. Permit me to 
tell you what that problem is* You are puzzled as to a 
way of giving up the necklace without being held re¬ 
sponsible for it by the insurance company which employs 
you. Am I right^ 

“Distinctly,” 

*^either I nor the Prince of Ahranisbad—” bow 
would wish to see you suffer for taking it upon yourself 
to see that the necklace is restored. Therefore I have 
made a plan whereby you may be exonerated of blame ” 
“I'm listening ” 

“Miss Evans realizes that her life will be in constant 
jeopardy as long as she persists in withholding the Drag- 
hata necklace, Mr. Gilbert Gilbert, whom I believe you 
know, is deeply in love with Miss Evans, and seriously 
worried lest harm befall her. He would therefore be will¬ 
ing, I believe, to help out with a scheme to remove Miss 
Evans from the orbit of danger,” 

“And the plan?” 

“A simply arranged robbery* You would merely advise 
me as to where you have concealed the necklace, I would 
notify Mr, Gilbert, who would retrieve it through a 
stag^ robbery. He would disarrange your stateroom, 
bruise you a little, and tie you up. You would, of course, 
state later that the man was masked, so that you could 
not identify him,” 

“Very neat,” I admitted* “And since the necMace is 
insured, the only loss suffered would be by my company, 
Hm?*^ 

“That is so. In addition, to compensate you for any 
inconvenience, I am authorized to pay you the sum of 
five hundred dollars from the Royal Treasury,” 

"Make it a thousand ” 

He shrugged, “A thousand ” 
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^'d have to cut in my partner. Miss Valentine” I ex¬ 
plained apologetically. T couldn’t risk this on my own. 
Another Eve hundred for her?” 

He frowned slightly, then nodded 
I tossed my dgarette out the porthole. “ITl have to talk 
it over with Miss Valentine first. Ill look you up a little 
later after breakfast and give you my answer*” 

Sasata rose stiffly. “It would not be wise to make that 
answer a negative one^ Mr. Maddock. The prayer of death 
is swift and inescapable ” 

He left 

Our talk had told me one thing I wanted to know— 
where Gilbert Gilbert fitted into the picture. It was ob¬ 
vious now why the bullfighter from the Bronx had told 
Jessie to turn the necklace over to me. And why Sasata 
knew so quickly that Jessie had given it to me. And why 
Gilbert Gilbert was so “worried” about Sasata’s gift of 
death prayers, that he wanted to “cooperate” in tuming 
the necklace over to Sasata* 

The deal was probably a fifty-fifty split between them. 

I wondered whether I ought to tip Jessie Evans that the 
bullfighter in her stable was an even more unscrupulous 
fortune-hunter than I had imagined, Gilbert Gilbert 
wasn’t content to be a kept man, living off crumbs from 
Jessie’s table* He was jumping throu^ her hoops only 
until he could make the big snatch and loss her off* Not 
very flattering to a gal who looked like Jessie Evans* She 
might not believe it. 

I went down to breakfast, and looked around for Elaine. 
She had apparently already finished. I gulped some juice 
and coffee and climbed back upstairs to B Deck. She 
might be on the promenade, but I decided to try her 
cabin first. 

I knocked. There was no answer. I started to turn away, 
but suddenly felt an odd apprehension. I went back, 
turned the knob and went in, Elaine was there, all right. 
She was flat on her back, one knee in tiia air, some very 
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lacy blue panties exposed. I kneeled beside her quickly. 
There was a nasty bruise, black and blue, near her tem¬ 
ple. But her pulse and heart were okay. I went to the 
washbasin, soaked a towel, and wrung it out over h^ 
face. 

She came to with a splutter, 

“What—” Then she saw me. “Mikel” 

I put my arm around her when she started to cry. I 
let her get it out of her system. Then I helped her up to 
the armchair and asked questions. The first thing she 
managed to say was, “The necklace. TheyVe got itl” 

Ouch. 

“Oh, Mike, Fm sorry. I couldn't help it. There wasn't 
anything I could do. He had a gun pointed at me.” 

“Who's her 

“That—that bug-hunter. Professor Weederwoodl” 

I stared at her. It didn’t make sense. I was prepared 
for any name but that one. Sure, there was something 
phony about a character like the Professor, blundering 
first into Jessie's cabin, then into mine, ostensibly hunt¬ 
ing for moths. But of all the suspicious characters on 
board he was the last one I'd suspect of being the triple¬ 
threat man. 

“Start from the beginning,” I said, 

Elaine closed her eyes and rubbed her temple. 

“I had just come up from breakfast. I was looking 
around the cabin for a safe place to stash the necklace. 
You remember—when you gave it to roe before break¬ 
fast, I just slid them down here—” she pointed “—untQ 
I could figure out a smart hiding place.” 

I couldn't help remarking, “I'd love to have the com¬ 
bination of that safe.” 

She smiled ruefully, “Professor Weederwood heat you 
to it.” 

“Huh?” I Hfted my eyebrows. “You mean—he stuck 
his hand down there and—” It didn't seem possible that 
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a man could do that and not be detained, necMace or no 
necklace. 

Elaine flushed, *'Of course not! I had to take out the 
necklace and give it to him. He simply knocked, came in, 
pointed a gun at me and demanded it. Quite calmly, no 
melodramatics. How in the world did he find out so 
quickly that I had the necklace, anyhow?^ 

“News travels fast on this ship,*" I observed grimly. 

“I tried to pretend that I didn"t have it, but he simply 
informed me that he knew I did. And—get this, Mike— 
he told me that since he was the one who had already 
killed Karl Peterson, he would have no objection to add¬ 
ing me to the list! Well, gosh—a killer. What could I do? 
I gave him the necklace. I remember seeing him lift the 
gun by the barrel-" 

“He sideswiped you vrith the butt" I finished for her, 
rubbing my chin dioughtfuUy. “That gave him time to 
dear out calmly, without having to make a dash for it" 

I was—to put it mildly—baffled. It didnT add up. How 
in hell did Weederwood think he could get away with it? 
He couldn't get off the ship. A dragnet would pick him 
up in no time flat. And crazier stiU—he'd openly con¬ 
fessed to being the killer of Karl Petersonl So had Sasata, 
it was true, but no jury would ever convict a guy for 
praying a man to death. They just wouldn't swallow it. 
And Weederwood had come right out and claimed the 
credit Why? 

“Oh, Mike—IVe made a mess of thingsl" 

Elaine was in my arms, crying. I held her gently, and 
let her make my shirt damp. It was oddly peaceful there, 
in the morning light of the stateroom. She felt soft and 
yielding, but I had no other reaction than one of tender 
and sad affection. Maybe the moment wasn*t right for 
anything else. I dried her eyes. 

“Look, kid ” I said, “don't blame yourself. It was my 
idea to plant the necklace on you, There wasn't anything 
you could do. And you got a nasty clip on the head, too, 
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which I should have collected instead of you. Better go 
down to the infirmary on D Deck and have the doctor 
look at it* 

*I m all righC Elaine murmured gloomily* "WeU, what 
do we do now, Mike?* 

I picked up the telephone. "Put me on to the captain s 
cabin,* I told the operator. "HeUo?. *. Captain De Wyde, 
please. Mike Maddock calling * 

There was a wait I could imagine the big guy being 
prodded awake from his snooze on the sofa, and coming 
to the phone grumbling. 

"What is it, Maddock?* 

"A passenger has admitted he killed Karl Peterson. Pro¬ 
fessor Weederwood. Cabin 171, B Deck, but I doubt that 
youTl find him there. He just held up Miss Valentine for 
the Draghata necklace. Keep that part confidential. Cap¬ 
tain, will you?* 

"All right Maddock.* De Wyde’s voice was crisp, un¬ 
ruffled. "Ill have him picked up—he can*t get far away 
aboard shipl* 

"Give *em guns. Weederwood is armed and dangerous. 
Also, I think he’s off his rocker. The stick-up had all the 
earmarks of a flip job. They might need a straitjacket* 
"Very well You d better see me when you get a chance 
and give me a full report for the record.* 

"Right* I hung up, and turned to Elaine. "You run 
down to the doctor and let him look at that bruise, 1 
want to do some thinking.* 

"Where will I find you—in the bar?* 

"Where else can a guy think?* 

"Think?* Elaine smiled wanly. "Or drink?* 

On my way to the bar, I wandered out on A Deck 
promenade. I chose the port deck, because it was hot and 
sunny. Most of the passengers were on the shaded star¬ 
board side. I leaned over the rail and stared out at the 
blue water. The sounds of pinging balls and laughter 
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came from the paddle tennis court on die sun deck 
above. I stood diere a while in a reverie. 

A li^t, long-fingered hand touched my shoulder. 

I turned my head casually. It was Sasata, his red cum¬ 
merbund glowing like a bloody wound in the sunlight 
I stared at the wart on his sunken cheek, at his lidded 
eyes, at the black fur over his pointed jaw. He still looked 
like a swami in a sidesbow. 

"And your answer, Mr. Maddock?" be said softly. 

I turned around slowly. 

"Here’s my answra," I said. 

I threw it from my right shoulder. Short, but with all 
the power of my muscle. It landed squarely on the right 
side of his chin brush. I felt a de^ and solid satisfactioiL. 

It took only one. The heavy lids opened wider for a 
brief moment. Then they shut altogether. He fell side¬ 
ways to the deck, slow motion. When he hit wood, I al¬ 
most expected to hear him splinter apart, 

I left him dreaming in the morning sun. 

At the bar I slid onto a comfortable stool and decided 
to stay with vodka for a while. I told the bartender. 

I polished off one fast and tapped the glass for a refill. 

By the time it came, I was feeling better. The bar was 
a lovely place. The bartender began to look like the 
brother I had never had. It was nice being on the Pacific. 
Professor Weederwood was a cute rascal And Sarah 
Banner, in musing retrospect, was the loveliest hunk of 
something or other it had been my pleasure to run up 
against in some time, 

"Mr. Maddock?" 

It was a woman's voice—one I hadn’t heard before. At 
least, not to speak to. I turned my head and saw her, 
seated alone two stools away. I recognized her as Rita 
White. The wife of the synthetic jewel manufacturer. A 
not unattractive but hard-faced woman of thirty or so. 
Peairb in her ears. Dark gray eyeballs rimmed beneath 
by white, A stubborn pout to her lips and chin. 
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Pretty much what tomatoes like her always looked 
like. 

Her face told me the whole story. She had married 
Seymour White for his money and a comfortable hoxise. 
She led him a dog’s life. And she had pidced up Joe 
Calt, the bop pianist, in some dive, installing him as ha 
lover boy. Disdainful of what her husband thought or 
saw. Knowing he was too much of a rabbit to do any- 
diing but look the other way. 

I’d bet my last nickel that was how it read. 

She was wearing a bib and tucker outfit of taffeta 
shantung trimmed with lace. Very respectable. Fine 
camouflage for a lady skunk. She was twisting a hand¬ 
kerchief as she fumbled with her cocktail. 

I nodded without expression. Hesitating only a mo¬ 
ment, she picked up her drink and moved to the seat 
next to me. 

“Mind if I join you?" She didn’t smile, but continued 
to look sulky. “I’m feeling bored.” 

I felt a little contaminated but I didn’t move away. I 
had a business interest in the lady. Rita White was the 
link to her husband, who had asked Jessie Evans for a 
gander at the Draghata neddace before Professor Weed- 
erwood had latched on to it* 

More interestingly, she was also the link to Joe Calt, 
who I had fingered as the boy that fed dope to Sarah 
Banner. If I swallowed the bad taste in my mouth, I 
might find out some interesting tilings. 

“Fm bored, too,” I said encouragingly. WWiat do two 
bored people do together to shake off 

That brought a flicker of a smile. But 'sfie'vias still 
twisting her handkerchief. "I could tell^you. ladies 
aren’t supposed to bring the subject up. *■ 

I made like I was interested. I gave her the eye in tiie 

places she expected. Her pout was pleased. 

“Isn’t it a little too early in the day for that?” I asked, 
offering her a cigarette. 
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She gave a nervous laugh. T like matinees,” 

I tried a stab, *1 thought Joe Calt did, too ” 

Her nostrils suddenly went wide with hate. She al¬ 
most tore the handkerchief between her hands. Then she 
gulped down her drink, and pushed the glass angrily 
toward the bartender for a refill. When she looked at 
me, her eyes were smouldering. 

"Joe Caltl" she sneered, a little tipsily, “That hopped- 
up, cheap piano player. If he thinks I give two cents diat 
he s getting hot pants for—” 

She broke off gloomily and gave me a suspicious look 
Her head weaved slightly. Then she smiled, 

"Mike." Her voice was soft and husky. She reached out 
imder the bar for my hand, made an interesting blxmd^ 
in direction, then found what she was looking for, "Mike. 
Tm a little too drunk to know what I’m doing. Isn’t that 
nice? Couldn’t we go to your cabin and get—unbored?" 

Beneath the vodka, I was thi n king with the sober cell 
I try to keep dry. It was obvious that Rita was doing a 
slow bum because Joe Calt had ditched her for—whom? 
Sarah Banner? Maybe. Rita was trying me for size to get 
even. Or maybe in the vain hope of makmg him jealous. 
I might play along later—if I needed more lowdown on 
Joe Calt 

"What about your husband?" I stalled. "He might not 
like the idea.” 

She looked at me incredulously. *TIimI My God, youVe 
seen him. Who cares what he likes or doesn’t lief* 

I finished my drink* "I’m at my best in the dark. I’ll look 
you up some dark night” 

"Why not now?” she said sullenly, her lips drawn, 

I slid off the stool and threw some bills on the bar. 
"Can’t I’ve got some business. Just don’t lock your 
door. Or maybe Ill come down your chimney 
"Your sense of direction is poor,” she cracked sourly. 
“Keep your chimney clean.” I ges hired a farewell. 

I headed for Jessie Evans’ suite. She had better know 
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about the necklace, I decided When I knocked on the 
door, Jessie^s rich voice called, “Come on in.” 

She was stretched on the massage table under the 
pinching, hammy hands of Veebee. The big mug stared 
at me with his usual sour expression, his black mustache 
rigid. He went on with his pounding and squeezing as he 
looked at me, 

I had a sudden hundL I decided not to tell Jessie, but 
to tell Veebee directly* I wanted to see his reaction. 

“Got some bad news for you, Veebee,” I said casually, 
reaching in my pocket for a smoke. “For you and your 
partner, Horace Boflus, that is.” 

His brows drew together. His hands stopped massag¬ 
ing. He turned toward me and started walMng. His fin¬ 
gers were oulstretched like two pitchforks. I stood my 
ground, as though my knees werenT knocking. Td had 
more than enough of Veebee's tender ministrations. 

“Hold your water,” I sstid. “YouTl want to hear this. 
And so will Boflus. Professor Weederwood has the jump 
on you. He’s already put the snatch on tixe necklace,” 

The first sign of animation appeared on Veebee’s rhino 
of a face. His jaw fell open in chagrin, and his fat cheeks 
sagged. He looked at me suspiciously for a moment, then 
spat at my feet and marched out of the room. Leaving 
Jessie on the massage table in nothing but a sheet 
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SEVEN 


I SAwmKEiJ over to where Jessie lay relaxed^ her head 
cradled in the crook of an arm* 

"Did you hear what I told Veebee?” I asked, putting 
a cigarette between her lips and lighting it 
She took a puff nonchalantly, 

“I said the necklace was swiped* Gone* A million and 
a half in rocks*” 

“I heard you. Well—nice ttiat it was insured,” She 
turned on the table, resting on an elbow* The sheet cov¬ 
ered maybe half of what it was supposed to cover, 'That 
Veebee! What does he mean by numing out on me? The 
nerve of that guy* And I was fust beginning to relax, too ” 
The funny thing was, it probably wouldn’t have made 
any difference to Jessie if die Draghata necklace hadn't 
been insured. I wondered what it must be like to think 
of a million and a half dollars as peanuts* Jesie probably 
had no idea of what her old man, Casper Evans, was 
worth. Furthermore, she undoubtedly didn’t give a damn* 
Money’s not important. As long as you’re swimming in 
the filthy stuff. 

Jessie batted her carefully curled lashes at me and 
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reached out for my hand* "Be a good guy* Go on with 
the massage until Veebee gets back, will you?” 

I stared at her, speechless, "Are you sure you know 
what youVe saying? You want me—?” 

“Go on,” she coaxed, “I'm just reaching a glow. FU lose 
it if I have to wait for Veebee.” 

"Lady, I don't know from nothing about massage,” I 
protested feebly. All I needed now was some gossip back 
at the company that I had been occupied helping Jessie 
Evans reach a fine glow. 

“Come on, Mike, Just put your hands on my back and 
m teU you what to do ” 

I wouldn’t need to be told. Even under a sheet, Jessie’s 
body had built-in instructions, I hesitated a moment 
Then the part of Mike Maddock that was Adam took 
over, I faced the customer and put my hands on the 
small of her back. 

"Now rub in circles up the spine and then—” 

“Save your breath. Miss Evans,” I sighed "I know my 
way around in the massage department,” 

She gave a soft little laugh, "I hope you do, Mike, Just 
remember—anything goes. Pinch, rub, pound, slap. No 
detours, please. Don’t skip an inch. Make me purr,” 

In a minute she was purring like a cat Or a tigress. 

"Now lower, Mike,” she gasped 

How low can you get? 

"0-oh—beautiful, Mike! More, And slower,” 

I was perspiring, and it wasn’t just the exercise. 

"Ouch, Mike, you naughty boyl” 

She sighed in contentment and spaced her shapely 
limbs, 

“The inside muscles get so tensed,” she suggested. 

By the time the inside muscles were sufficiently re¬ 
laxed, I was as expert on Jessie’s geography as I would 
ever be. At least on the hemisphere I had explored. I 
half-feared, half-hoped that Jessie might ask to be done 
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on the other side. But there was a creamy shininess on 
her profile as she turned her head toward me. 

"Mike, say the word and IH fire Veebee and hire you,** 
she sighed. "Your touch is inspired. You put so much 
feeling into it! Veebee works me over like a machiiie * 

"Gilbert Gilbert might not like my inspired touch,^ I 
fenced lightly, giving her a final pat on her warm derriere, 

“Oh, he's just my Httle lap dog,” she laughed “What 
he likes or doesn't like is mmnportant.” 

She swung up to a sitting position on the massage 
table with a little sigh of hedonistic pleasure. The sheet 
was only carelessly draped around her. From my alti¬ 
tude it was impossible not to see everything that Jessie 
was justifiably proud of. I took in the scen^ with the 
eye of a connoisseur. 

She chuckled softly in her throat 

“Not bad, Mike, is it?” 

I swallowed hard and shook my head. “Not bad. But 
what can you do for an encore?” It was a gag. Something 
to say to lighten the ataosphere. But it was all the en¬ 
couragement Jessie Evans needed. She slid gracefully off 
the table. 

Pirouetting and facing me, she opened her arms slowly 
and let the sheet slide to the floor. Biting her lower lip 
flirtatiously, she put a hand on her hip and turned slightly 
left, slightly right, in the manner of a model displaymg 
a dress. Only she was displaying undress. 

“How about that?” she inquired archly, "How do you 
think this would do for an encore?” 

“It looks expensive ” I managed to observe, 

“You’d be surprised how cheaply you can get it,” Jessie 
smiled. She raised her eyebrows. “Like to see me do a 
hula? Were headed for Hawaii. Research might be in 
order.” 

“Don't you have to wear at least a grass skirt?” 

“Not when I do it” Humming Aloha in a surprisingly 
good voice, Jessie danced gracefully around the suite. It 
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was quite a sight, watching that golden body shake, 
sway and undulate in the bath of sunlight coming through 
the porthole. Then Jessie began to add touches that I 
had never seen before in any professional rendition of the 
hula. Every gesture of her lithe body began to have un¬ 
mistakable meaning. It was nothmg you would ever see 
at Arthur Murray's, 

My mouth fell open. For a moment I forgot that I was 
watching Jessie Evans, a spoiled rich girl from the States. 
The nude dancer was an Island girl, lithe, daring, fas¬ 
cinating. Every motion was a gesture of love, of suppli¬ 
cation. The fluid use of her arms, to caress the imaginary 
love partner. The undulation of her hips, in a rolling, 
sensuous motion that plunged and receded. The wicked 
use of her thighs, the surrender of her body. 

She finished the last part of the dance on her knees, 
weaving, caressing, embracing the air, her lips piirsed in 
passion. And when she finally moved rhythmically to the 
floor on her side, stretching out full on her back, I felt 
cold sweat on my forehead. 

It had been something to teU my grandchildren about 
Jessie relaxed on the floor for a moment, laughing. 
Then she twisted her legs and arched her hips in a sinu¬ 
ous stretch. Her body was a glowing yellow against the 
deep green of the wall-to-wall broadloom* As I took a 
deep breath, she rose gracefully and came toward me. 
Her arms went around my neck slowly* I felt her full 
lips seek mine, close hungrily on my mouth. Then 
graceful hands went behind my head. The Hss she gave 
me was'fierce, demanding, almost suffocating. She held 
it for a long time, pressing her loveliness against me. I 
held out as long as I could, trying to keep under control* 
But I couldn't help my automatic response. She felt it 
and pressed down on me all the harder, moving sensu¬ 
ously as she did. 

If I hadn't resisted, she'd have had me flat on the mas¬ 
sage table. Her kiss burned into my mouth, flamed 
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through my body. Her legs, hips, waist sought tight 
contact with me from top to bottom. She squirmed and 
wriggled against me in total abandon. Feeling weak, all 
my wiH power drained, I was tempted to make something 
of it She felt me yield Her feet entwined around my 
anides, and I was supporting her whole weight 

My moist hands went around her to brace her body in 
the most logical plac^. The touch of my hands seemed 
to drive her to a new frenzied height of desire. Through 
her kiss she moaned, "Oh, Mike, Mike, darling, dearest 
Please!** 

The door opened. 

Apparently neither of us had heard the knock. We had 
left the world ten minutes before. And Jessie bad for¬ 
gotten that the door wasii*t locked. Or maybe she just 
didn't care. 

But I did, I cared like hell 

Because in the doorway stood Elaine, her well-tanned 
cheeks almost green with dismay, I had never seen her 
fine snow-blue eyes open wider. The door swung closed 
behind her as she stood there transfixed, unable to be¬ 
lieve her eyes. 

Jessie Evans calmly let me go. Retrieving the sheet 
from the floor, she direw it over her shoulders and turned 
her back. Reaching out to a vanity, she helped herself to 
a smoke, 

“Nice day,** I said. 

Somebody had to say something. 

Light reflected from Ellaine's eyes, which suddenly 
sparkled like diamonds. Tears, Whether of outrage or 
chagrin I was in no position to judge. Her small chin 
trembled, and her fine nostrils dilated. I felt like a dirty- 
faced Idd caught with his hand in the chocolate syrup 
jar, 

“I knocked," Elaine finally said coldly, her voice 
choked. “I'm sorry I mteirupted," 
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“So am I,” Jessie declared urbanely, blowing a smoke 

For a moment I drought Elaine would hit her with a 

lamp. , 

But she just said icily, “Captain De Wyde has been 
trying to locate you on the phone, Mr. Maddock. I 
thought I'd better tell you.” 

"Sure," I said. “Thanks, Elaine.” 

She flounced out, slamming the door so hard that Jes¬ 
sie shook under the sheet. Jessie let the sheet slip oft 
again and turned to me, but I was on d^e phone. 
“Captain De Wyde? Mike Madd«k." 

Tve been trying to get you. I can’t understand it. My 
men have searched the ship from top to bottom. There 
isn’t a trace of Professor Weederwood." 

I frowned. “That’s impossible." 

“Have you any idea where he might possibly ber^ 
“Search the lifeboats? The hold? All closetsr 
“Every place a man could possibly hide. I even have 
my men going over the ship a second time. It s f^tastic. 

“He sure as heU couldn’t swim to Hawaii. He’s got to 
be on board. Passengers just don’t disappear." 

“They never have before." The Captain’s voice was 
dry. Td appreciate it if you’d see if you ^ dig up any 
clues to his whereabouts. Let me know if you find out 

Meanwhile I think you ought to keep a stewarf 
watching his door until the boat docks. He might slip 
back to get something in his cabin." 

"Very well." j i. ui 

My mind was going in circles. Weederwood boldly 

sticks up Elaine for the rocks, not even caring that she 
can identify him. Then he disappears on a ship sur¬ 
rounded by the Pacific on four sides. It was obvious that 
he had committed the brash robbery knowing that he 
would disappear afterward. But where the hell could he 
go to? A slightly sick feeling in my stomach told me that 
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he wasn^t going to he found. And that meant my com¬ 
pany was going into the red for weE over a miEion bucfa. 
They wouldn't exacdy pm any medals on me for it 

“Mike" 

Td almost forgotten Jessie. But she hadn't forgotten 
me. Her lacquered nails slid from behind across my 
chest, 

TEting my chin back, she kissed me. 

But the fever in my blood had subsided. I wasn't in the 
mood. AU I could think about was that crazy bugologist^ 
and where he had disappeared to. 

“YouTl catch cold,*" I said absently. 

“Yon weren't woiried about that before," she re^ 
proached. 

“Some other time, Miss Evans " I was feeling sore and 
impatient 

She shrugged, reached for a dressing gown on the bed, 
and threw it across her naked shoulders, “I might not be 
in the mood some other time, Mike. Still—it’s your party," 

I went to my <^bm and slipped into some swim trunks. 
I needed to relax, to think. If aE the captain’s men comb¬ 
ing the ship couldn't find Weederwood, neither could I, 
But a bright idea might come to me in the ship's pool. 

Elaine was there, too. She had on one of those sculp¬ 
tured suits without straps. Blue and cute. I sat down next 
to her, 

“They can't find Weederwood,” I smdL "He’s dis¬ 
appeared,” 

She didn't answer. 

“Mad, huh?" I asked tentatively. She gave me the back 
of her pretty head. "AE right, bawl me out. Say some¬ 
thing!" 

“Go to heU." Elaine lifted her pretty posterior almost 
in my face and dived into the pool. 

HeU hath no fury, I reflected glumly. But what did 
Elaine have to squawk about, anyhow? She’d never 
thrown anything at me the way Jessie Evans had. She 



was being completely immature about it Could I help 
it if she*d walked in on something that was none of her 
business? WomenI 

"Maddock” 

I turned my head and saw Gilbert Gilbert hi a 
waiian wrap-around. He looked very pretty, although 
I noticed that his curly black hair was dry, A batbing 
beauty. 

‘‘Maddock, listen.** He crouched beside me. *1 know 
that Jessie*s turned the necklace over to you. It was my 
idea. Now, look—be sensible. Take Mr. Sasata's advice 
and let's stage a little hold-up. Because it’s your neck 
now, not Jessie’s, Td hate to feel that I was responsible 
for your funeral.” 

Hey, hey, I thought in surprise. Apparently the bull¬ 
fighter from the Bronx didn't know that I no longer had 
the necklace. I was too irritated to bother setting him 
straight. I simply gave him some advice I had recently 
received. 

**Go to heU,” I said wearily. "And you can relay that 
message to your partner, Sasata, too.” 

He froze. “All right, wise guy. Play smart, I won’t have 
any spare tears when Sasata prays you to death! And 
you’re a guy who knows he can do it, too.” 

He flashed away back into B deck. Still dry. 

I felt stale and hot. Suppressing a yawn, I rose and 
walked to the diving board. My eyes went casually across 
the pool, and I noticed that Elaine had her head averted. 
But I knew that she was watching out of the comers of 
those brilliant light-blue eyes. I felt self-conscious, like 
a high school kid about to show off to his date. 

I bounced up and down on the end of the board be¬ 
fore taking off for my plunge. On the last bounce I mis¬ 
calculated, One foot came down too far into space and 
I lost my balance. My right shoulder hit the board with 
an awful whack as I catapulted into the pool tail first 

Rising to the surface, I shook my head to clear the 
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bells. I couldn’t help a twinge of wonder. Was Sasata 
working on me? A few inches more, and I might have 
landed neck-first on the diving board. I shook off the no¬ 
tion as infantile superstitiom But the fact was that I had 
never been off-beat on a dive before. Curious coincidence 
—two minutes after defying Sasata a second time, through 
Gilbert Gilbert 

•p-Tainp was at the edge of the pool when I winced 
painfully up the ladder, rubbing my shoulder, 

“Mikel Are you hurt?" 

I am no man to shirk an opportunity. 

"We-el... I don’t exactly feel like doing the rhumba," 
“You poor Jdd,” she sympathized, her pretty mouth 
pursed ruefully. "That was a terrific crack on the shoulder. 
I was almost sure you’d broken it” 

Tbe accident had certainly melted the ice. And there’s 
nothing like bringing out the nurse in a woman tor that 
delicious coddled feeling. I felt a lot brighter than I had 
all day. I counted with Elaine much more than I thou^t 
I don’t know why ffiat was suddenly so important to me. 
But it was. My head rested on her lap at tbe side of the 
pooL We didn’t say much. It was better that way. Words 
would certainly have muddied the water of the content¬ 
ment we both felt Because one word always leads to an¬ 
other. And a harmless remark about the weather would 
probably have wound up in a hot argument over the 
episode in Jessie Evans' suite. 

I turned my head in her lap. Meditating, drowsing in 
tile hot late morning sun, I took inventory. Elaine Valen¬ 
tine, I discerned, had much more than met the eye. I 
somehow suspected that she was virginal, a major miracle. 
There was a freshness about her body, a tempting chal¬ 
lenge, that was absent from the fiesh of such talented 
amateurs as Sarah Banner and such inspired experts as 
Jessie Evans. Not to mention seasoned professionals like 
that lilac-smelling Vivi Jackson. 

“Stop it, Mike!” Elaine chided gently. 
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“Stop what?” 

“Stop looking and thinking like that’ 

I spread my hands. “Can’t help my instincts.’ 

She braced her arms behind her. Her chest, uplifted 
by the sculptured swimsuit loomed immensely above me, 
blotting out part of the cobalt sky. An improvement on 
the sky, if anyone should ask me. 

Elaine sighed. "Mike. Don't you ever think of anything 
but sex? There are other things. Books. Art. Athletics.” 

“I’m a sort of athlete,” I couldn’t help teasing. 

“I know, she said acidly, “Pole-vaulting division. But 
really, Mike. You could be an awfully nice guy. If you’d 
just get your mind out of the gutter once in a while.” 

“It’s no gutter. Trouble with you, Elaine, is diat you 
think sex is a dirty word. It isn’t. Sex is what you make 
it Nature wouldn't give you one piece of equipment, and 
me another, if she felt it was wrong. Nature doesn’t makA 
mistakes.” 

“I didn’t say that sex was wrong,” Elaine argued resent¬ 
fully. “I simply said that it could be abused. And you 
certainly abuse iti Sex is only one part of life. You 
shouldn’t be preoccuupied with it all the time, any more 
lian jmu should keep on eating or sleeping all the time.” 

I shrugged. "I'm fond of all three.” 

“Oh, you know what I mean." 

I rolled over on my side to look up at her better. 

*^Iai n e, did you ever have a lover?” 

Color sufFused the light tan of her cheeks. She twisted 
a cream bracelet on her vraist "None of your business.” 

“I know danrn well you haven’t. Pretty sophisticated 
for a virgin, arent you? For a gal who’s never heard 
violins, you sure claim to know a lot about music.” 

“I haven't died yet, either. But I know about death.” 

“Thats book lamin’, darling. Nothing like experience.” 

“I’m not entirely a babe in the woods, Mike." 

“Meaning?” 
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“Meaning experience with a man isn’t KsentiaL" 

My eyebrows went up. “Girl to girl?” 

“Nol I mean-” Elaine was flustered. “Well, think back 
to before you started going around with women. You 
weren’t entirely ignorant about experience even then, 
were you?” 

"Oh.” I understood then. "You poor kid.” 

“Don’t you dare start feeling superior to mel” 

“I don’t. I feel sympathetic. Because it just isn't the 
same thing, Elaine. It’s a Model-T Ford to a jet plane." 

“I suppose you’d suggest I go for a ride in your jet?” 

“Why, Elainel Are you propositioning me?” 

She pulled my hair. Then she made a wry face, wrin¬ 
kling her little nose. "I suppose you think I ought to, 
since it seems to be a habit on this ship. Well, Mike 
Maddock, you know what you can do. And all the way, 
too.” 

I grinned. “I like it better in company.” 

As we left the pool, I caught sight of something that 
pulled me up short. On the opposite side of the pool, 
Joe Calt was being very chummy with a lady. It wasn’t 
Rita White. What really sturpris^ me was that it wasn’t 
Sarah Banner, either. It was none other than my pet 
alley-cat, Vivi Jackson, who was practically serving it up 
to him in public. My eyes wandered around the pool At 
the far encl Rita White, green-eyed and tense, was watch¬ 
ing them. Her face was a study in murder. 

I whistled to myself as I followed Elaine through the 
door into B Deck. One thing was clear. The only thing 
between Joe Calt and Sarah Banner had been some 
white stuff for her habit. Heroin, probably. Sarah was 
supposed to pay off—how? More than petty cash was in¬ 
volved. I’d bet my life on that. The big rift between Rita 
White and her lover boy had not been over Sarah. The 
lady in the triangle was Vivi Jackson—an obvious prosti¬ 
tute. No wonder Rita White was bumingl 
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I saw Elaine to tbe door of her cabin and opened it 
for her, 

Elaine stepped inside. 

Screamed, 

And fell back into my arms in a faint 
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EIGHT 


**ANYmmG WRONG, sm?*" A steward in die passageway 
had hurried over* He eyed me dubiously as though I had 
slugged Elaine and was drag^g her out of the cabin, 
*^The lady saw a moused I grinned. 

He laughed, ‘"Get you some water, sir?^ 

“Never mind, thanks, ITl take her in and get some 
water there ” I lifted Elaine in my arms, kicked the door 
open, and went in. The door closed by itself behind me. 

As I moved toward the bed with her, I was conscious of 
the feel of her naked flesh. Her thighs were more muscu¬ 
lar than they looked—firm and smooth to the touch. 

The attractive burden in my arms had blotted out the 
floor of the cabin. But as I approached die bed I saw it 
I almost dropped Elaine on her fanny, 

I put her on the bed quickly, and turned around, 
Elaine had got herself another corpse. But what a 
corpse! 

This one had no head. It was the naked body of a man, 
face up, on the floor in the exact spot she had discovered 
the body of Karl Peterson, Where the head should have 
been was the stalk of some flower—without the flower, 
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It was crossed neady over a short, oblong piece of wood. 

In addition to being widiout a bead, the body bad an 
ugly Uttle bullet bole in the heart As I stared, I noticed 
something evoi more unusual. The dead man's feet were 
curioxisly mutilated. The middle toe of each foot was 
missing . I bent down for a close look. The scars where 
the toes once had been were unmistakably old ones. 

Nothing like a pleasure cruise on the blue Pacifia 

I went to the bathroom door. Nobody would have 
taken the chance of dragging a headless body into this 
stateroom through the passageway. The bathroom do<w 
was shut but unlocked. I went in. The bathtub was 
splashed with blood. This was obviously the scene of the 
decapitation. 1 looked around, but there was no sign 
the rest of the dead m an . I tried the door of Marie 
Dinan’s bathroom entrance. It, too, was shut but un¬ 
locked. 

The French chanteuse’s cabin was empty and silent 

My eye traveled carefully over the floor. Then I saw it 

There were a few drops of blood on the carpet I 
kneeled. Fresh blood, and it had hardly dried. The dead 
man, I figured, had been shot in Marie Dinan’s cabin, 
hauled into the bathroom and brutally decapitated fcsr 
some weird reason, then the body left on the floor of 
Elaine’s cabin. With a block of wood and a flower stalk 
where the head should have been. 

Sleep wen, kiddies. 

1 grabbed the phone and smoked furiously until I heard 
Captain De Wyde’s crisp voice on the odter end of the 
wire. 

‘hfaddock, Captain—" 

“Oh. I hope you've got something. My men have been 
over the ship with a fine-tooth comb. Not a trace of him." 

“Hold on to your steering wheel Tve got scone more 
bad news. There’s been another murder." 

“Whatr 

“I don’t have Hma to give you all the details. TU phone 
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you back in a little while. Bight now, get every man on 
the ship searching for Marie Dinan, the French singer” 
"Did she-r 

"I don't know. But I do know that the guy was mur¬ 
dered in her cabin. Put the dragnet out pronto. Captain, 
and for God's sake, let's not have another vanishing 
passengerl” 

He slammed the phone, 

I had a nasty premonition that Marie Dinan Just 
wouldn't be found. Like Professor Weederwood, she 
would simply have hopped on a broomstick and disap¬ 
peared in thin air* This thing was giving me the willies. 
One more disappearing passenger and I'd be a candidate 
for the nuthouse. 

I went into Elaine's cabin, 

She was stiU out I doused a washcloth and squeezed 
it over her face. She spluttered, came to and sat up. 
When she saw the naked cadaver again, her light-blue 
eyes glazed and her mouth opened in horror, 

I apologized for leaving the bcKiy undraped, and 
reached for a sheet to cover it 

I tried to lighten the atmosphere. Pulling a cigarette 
out of a pack in my pocket, I observed, "Oh, probably 
just another guy who's lost his head over a woman,” 

"Mikel” 

"Look, honey, this isn't any fun for me, either. Let's 
not get hysterical about it.” 

Elaine nibbled on a knuckle. *1 can't take more of 
this, Mike. Two coipses in my stateroom strikes me as 
over par for the course ” 

"For the corpse,” I corrected, 

"Very funny!” she said bitterly, "Why do they alwa}^ 
have to dump their dead men on me? Why not m your 
cabin? Mike, please,” she begged, 'This is no laughing 
matter. let's do something! Call the Captain—” 

T'm way diead of you, kid. There's a dragnet out ri^t 
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now for Marie Dinan. I phoned while you were still out 
cold.” 

“Marie Dinanl” Elaine turned her head toward the 
bathroom door. “Did you—?” 

"Blood on her carpet Pretty recent Don't go in the 
bathroom, Elaine. The tub is red. That's where our boy 
here was given the haircut” 

Elaine stared at me, vride-eyed. “I can't believe a 
woman—any woman—could bring herself to—to • . . 

“I don't know that she did it," I admitted. “All I know 
is that she alibied her way out of the first body—Peter¬ 
son—that was obviously dragged in here through her 
stateroom. She’d better have a lulu for this one . . 

My eyes took on a glaze. 

“Mflcel” Elaine was alarmed. “What’s wrong?” 

“Hey, Tm a jerk. Why didn’t I tiiink of this before? 
Look, after Peterson was parked here, I questioned Marie. 
She gave as her alibi the fact that she’d been in Profes¬ 
sor Weedmrwood's stateroom all afternoon looking at his 
bug collection. Weederwood turned out to be a stick-up 
artist—in addition to confessing that he murdered Karl 
Peterson. What does that make Mane Dinan, then?" 

“I-I don’t know. She still could be innocent. Maybe 
he was using her for an alibil” 

“No dice. He never claimed the alibi. In fact, while he 
did support Marie’s story, he confessed to you ^t he 
was Peterson’s killer. If he was, he simply couldnt have 
been in his cabin all afternoon with Mane. Don t you 
see? That alibi was a frame. And obviously, his word isn’t 
worth a damn anyhow.” 

FlainA frowned. “Then you figure that he and Marie 
Dinan are mixed up in this together?” 

“You’re damned right I do. I'll be positive of it if they 
can’t find her now. If she’s missing, too, one gets you ten 
diat she’s hiding out in the same place he is!” 

"Well, who—who do you suppose this poor thing is?” 
Elaine pointed gingerly with her finger toward the fioor. 
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"Search me ” i stared at the flower stalk and block of 
wood* ‘"You know, something tells me that there's a damn 
good reason for the head being off. And I think that 
flower stalk and wood were definitely placed there for a 
purpose. Notice how carefully arranged they axe—one 
exactly across the other, and just where the head should 
be.” 

Wood - • * flower . . * But it wasn’t a flower, because 
the head of the flower was off* It was just a flower stem. 
Why was the flower missing? And then it hit me. Hard. 

The flower was missing so that the stem would look 
hke a weed* There are only flowers on boats, no weeds. 
So the murderer had done the best he could. Wood and 
weed. Or .. * Weed and wood. Weed or wood. Brofessor 
Weederwood! 

The murderer had obligingly ident^ed the body for 
us, with an amusing little charade* 

It seemed like a hell of a joke. And a lot of trouble to 
go to. You don't decapitate a guy you’ve just killed piurely 
for laughs. Unless you're an absolute psycho* The only 
reason I could possibly think of for the butchery was to 
prevent recognition. 

But that didn’t make sense. Because the murderer had 
actually gone out of his—or her—way to make sure that 
we did identify the body, through the weed and wood! 

I noticed that one of the fists of the corpse was 
clenched. Kneeling, I pried open the fingers* The hand 
held a tightly balled silk handkerchief. It was tom, as 
though seized in a struggle. Opening it I saw two script 
initials: M. D. 

Marie Dinan. 

Apparently our boy had seized it from her in a final 
struggle. Or it could have been a plant To throw sus¬ 
picion on Marie. I tried to puzzle it out. Maybe Marie 
and Weederwood had been in cahoots. She murdered 
Peterson for reasons unknown, and Weederwood had 
covered up for her with an ahbi, 
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Then Weederwood might have pulled a fast cross, 
sticking up Elaine for the necklace. After which he had 
taken a powder to some mgenious hiding place. But 
maybe Marie had found him, killed him, and taken the 
necklace. That made some kind of sense. But not too 
much. 

Why had Weederwood been decapitated? Why had 
the body been stripped? Why had it been placed naked 
in Elaine’s room? Was there some sexual significance to 
the fact? Why had the murderer wanted us to know it 
was Weederwood, throu^ the charade on the floor? 
What was the meaning of Weederwood's two missing 
middle toes? 

TElalne,"’ I sighed, * wa got us a mess.*" 

“I m scared, Mike " Her hand sought my arm and held 
it hard. "Maybe-^maybe I'm next on the list.*" 

“Over my dead body,” I reassured her, patting her 
hand. 

“TheyTl probably arrange that, too,” she said glumly- 

The door shook under a firm pounding. 

“Come in,” I said. 

It was Captain De Wyde, his white mustache almost 
filling the doorway. He entered, head cocked to one side, 
snapping his fingers tensely. He took one look at the 
body on the floor, grimaced, then turned angrily to me. 
Behind him the chief oflBcer of the ship stood stiff and 
immaculate. 

“What the hell is going on in this cabin, anyhow?” 
the captain exploded. “IVe never had anyone murdered 
on my ships in all my time at sea. And now—two murders 
on one voyagel” 

“You can tell your men to stop looking for Professor 
Weederwood,” I said calmly. "That's our boy on the 
floor.” 

“How do you know?” The Captains jaw dropped as 
he stared. “His head's been cut off.” 

“Take my word for it.” 
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“How did he get here?” 

I told hhn what I had been able to deduce, if not all 
I suspected. He looked at me sourly, 

"No sign of Marie Dinan?” 

He shook his head grimly. “Vanished. I suppose she’ll 
turn up in time. Right here, as usual. With her behind 
rajt off.” 

“Please, Captainl" I indicated Elaine. "Ladies present” 
He glared at me sourly. “I was planning to take some 
re^ detectives on board when we docked at Hawaii” 
“Okay by me,” I shrugged. “This isn’t my party any¬ 
how.” 

“Unfortunately, we’re not going to be able to dock at 
Hawaii. I have instructions to go on to Samoa, Dock 
strike,” 

“Oh?” 

So IU still need whatever help you can give me,” he 
growled, “Not that it’s amounted to much so far,” 

“You get what you pay for,” I observed lightly. “Better 
bring some stewards in here to take over, Captain. Place is 
a bit messy. Come on, Elaine. Think IH tan the body on 
tile sun deck.” 

'TDon’t mention bodiesf" Elaine shuddered, “See you 
later^ Mike* Fm going to flop in a deck chair,” 

The sun deck was almost deserted when I got up there* 
The first sitting was almost over, and passengers were 
coming down for the second sitting. As I mounted the 
iron stepSj Vivi Jackson started to come down* 

I backed up to let her pass* 

She stopped on the second step, in the act of descend¬ 
ing backward. The aspect of Vivi's personality which 
loomed largest on the horizon was decidedly interesting. 
You never really get a good idea until you’re at the bot¬ 
tom of a ladder looking up, Vivi was built there. Really 
built 

‘’Mike.” A nice smile warmed her lips, "You’re just the 
guy I want to sea- Come on up*” 
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T thought you were coming down ” 

"Up, Down. What's the difference? A gal goes where 
her instincts take her * 

She climbed back up. I hopped up the ladder, took 
a look around, then picked out a chunk of the deck with 
a good view starboard. I shed a teirycloth jacket and 
stretched out, my hands behind my head. Vivi Jackson 
laid herself down carefully beside me. There was no one 
else on the deck* 

She let her fingers play with a few curls on my chest. 

“Mike." She looked at me wistfully. "I've still got a big 
yen for you. Maybe ifs because you kicked me out of 
your cabin. I don't know. But I’ve got a yen ” 

"Fancy name for it** The sun was powerful, invigorat¬ 
ing. 

"Look, don't get nasty. Just because Ym a prof^sional 
tramp doesn't mean I don't have feelings. You're not 
much of a gentleman if a lady's job dictates your respect 
for her ” 

“I'm not being disrespectful, Vivi. I have a great ad¬ 
miration for your profession. I know it’s no joy ride, and 
that you're a lot more honest in what you're doing than 
babes who seU it for a penthouse or an old man's vault 
key." 

"So why the freeze?" 

I rubbed perspiration off the side of my neck with the 
back of my hand. "I like clean clothes. That doesn’t mean 
I've got anything against soiled dothes.” 

Vivi stretched out to sunbathe beside me, on my left 
side. If she were any closer, she would have been on my 
right side. Her shapely thigh grazed mine gently, 

“Listen, Mike." Her voice was soft, coaxing, urgent. 
"I know something that can do us both a lot of good." 

“Vivi. No." 

"I don't mean that But maybe you'll change your mind 
later. If I put you on to a good thing." 

“Like for instance?” 
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“Well, you told me yourself you were a handy boy 
around a lock You don't have to draw me any diagrams,” 
“Sor 

'Its a cdnch, Mike, Ever hear of die Draghata neck¬ 
lace?” 

That turned my head, “Yeah,” I said slowly, watching 
her face. Her red hair lowered toward my ear, and I 
could smell those lilacs again, 

“IVe got a tip. They re on board. That rich dame^ 
Jessie Evans—has em. She keeps 'em m her suite, A snap 
for a nimble-fingered guy like you*” 

She nodded soberly, I made like wheels were turning 
between my ears. Then I said, “Where do you figure?” 

She smiled dizzily at me with those big ^een eyes. 
Her fingers touched my lips, “You can buy me a drink 
and bring it to me in my room ” 

I was amused. But I was touched. 

“You mean that’s really all you want out of it?" 

“Like I told you, Mike, I’m not a money girl When 
Im playing for love, you can take the lace off my panties ” 
She let one leg fall carelessly over my knees* 

"You re sure throwing me a fast pitch,” I observed dry¬ 
ly, “for a tomato who was just about wrapped around 
that hopster pianist at the pool this morning.” 

“He thinte Tm a pick-up,” Vivi smiled, amused, “When 
they like to play that way, I give 'em a run for their 
money. Why sell it at the dime counter when you can 
make 'em pant for it at Fifth Avenue prices?” 

She looked around casually, then, before I realized 
what she was up to, she had me pressed down against 
the deck in a Idss that was a ten-alarm scorcher, 

Vivl knew her business. It was too expert for my taste* 
I couldn't help reacting, of course. When a girl does cer¬ 
tain things, certain other things happen. 

She smiled. “You're human, Mike, For a while I was 
wondering. Let's go to my cabin and cool off with 
showers,” Vivi coaxed, “I mix a mean highball, too,” 
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“My mother always told me to say no." I swung to my 
feet, nibbed perspiration with my terrycloth jacket, then 
threw it over my shoulders, “But let's go, Vivi" 

With a grateful sigh, she jumped to her glossily pedi¬ 
cured feet and led the way to her quarters. As she had 
promised, she made quite a highball. Between the liquor 
and her shape, which she took pains to parade before me 
in the altogether, I was soon intoxicated. 

That suited Vivi just fine. She pushed me to the bed, 
removed such vestments of mine as were in her way, and 
slung herself beside me. My eye happily roved over her, 
from the red hair to the shoulders, the creamy hillocks 
of her magnificent breasts, the round belly, the soft and 
ample Banks, the buxom thighs leading into long, lovely 
legs. My hands did likewise. They roved, that is. They 
explored and stroked and fondled Vivi from end to end. 
With each touch of my fingers, those great breasts heaved 
and her whole body shock and jerked. Vivi wanted me. 
She hadn't been lying. 

“You big doll. You lovely doll,” she breathed. “You see, 
Mike, when they're paying me—well, I just can't get 
really involved in it, I can't work up real desire," And 
in gratitude for my cooperation, she began to do to me 
what I had been doing to her. I rested my head on her 
bosom, kissing and suddng her nipples like a starved 
infant, while her knowing hands tenderly caressed every 
part of me, and I mean each and every part. In a couple 
of minutes I was r^dy to scream—among other things. 
Able to stand it no longer, I rolled her over and scrambled 
upon that supple, silky flesh. 

Gleefully, she curved herself up to meet, me There was 
a big smile cracking her red mouth as she matched my 
frantic see-sawing. She laughed aloud as in one con* 
vulsive heave I probed the very bottom of her moist, 
velvety womanhood, and together we attained bliss« 
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The sides clouded over in the aftemooiL It turned 
gray and dismal, and the hissing noise of the ship mshing 
through the water came into ominotis focus, I felt rest¬ 
less, dissatisfied with myself for die lousy job I'd done 
of guarding the necklace. I checked Captain De Wyde 
twice, but the news was bad. No sign of Marie Dinau. 

I thought of bradiig some of the o^er shady char¬ 
acters on the ship. Just for something to do. But I couldn’t 
work up any steam over the idea. What was the point of 
horsing around the also-rans when the key to tihe whole 
deal obviously was Marie Dinan? I toyed vrith the idea 
of searching for her myself. But the captain had told 
me that stewards had scoured the boat for her three 
times. Lockers, Closets. Boats. Engine housings. Every 
damn place. 

They had questioned people, Nobody remembered see¬ 
ing her for almost a day before we had found Weed^- 
woods body. Not the room steward. Not the teble 
stewards. Nobody. The more I thought about Marie Dinan, 
the bigger my headache grew, If a ship-wide dragnet 
hadn’t been able to him up a clue to her whereabouts, it 
stood to reason that Mike Maddock might as well save 
shoe leather. 

Feeling low that evening, I picked me a deserted part 
of the A Deck promenade to have a good brood for my¬ 
self, The fog was nice and thick. Most of the passengers 
were inside at the movies, bar or lounge. I propped my 
elbows on the rail, staring down the side of the ship. So 
much fog, I coiJdn*t see the water. But I could hear 
it boiling along the side. 

My legs were suddenly seized from behind. 

I felt myself being lifted swifdy. I knew it was too 
late to resist, I fumbled for a fast grip on the ooter^rail 
grill. 

Then over I went, head first 
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NINE 


The grcf I had taken on the grill kept me hanging over 
the ocean, my body against the ship. 

I wasn’t happy. But I was still alive. 

For a brief second I hoped that whoever didn’t like me 
had been satisfied to see me go over. And then had hur¬ 
ried away. Or had missed seeing me through the grill, 
because of the fog. 

I was quickly disillusioned. 

A savage heel smashed down on my left hand. 

I yelled and let go. 

My heart knocked hell out of my ribs as I waited for 
tiie heel to crush my ri^t hand. That would be it. The end 
of Mike Maddock. I didn’t like the idea. 

The ship’s foghorn let out a wild blast 

It scared me for a moment Then I thought fast It must 
have scared hell out of my friend on A Deck, too. Because 
the second heel hadn’t immediately followed up on my 
other pair of knuckles. I didn’t waste time pondering the 
delay. 

AJ^ost before the horn bad cut off, I swung myself 
around and hauled myself up as fast as I could. It was 



easier than chinning. I could hear Ihe kicking at the 
rail, as my assailant frantically tried to kick my grip 
loose. But I moved my hands too fast. 

I flexed my muscles^ such as they werej and swung 
swiftly to a standing position, my feet on the deck. Still 
on the wrong side of the rail The dark figure on the 
promenade cursed excitedly and tried to push me back 

I swerved to the side, holding on with one hand. 

With my other band I drove hard for the stomach- 
There was a loud comic strip "Oofr I knew Td stopped 
the character for a second. And that was all I needed 
to leap tile rail. 

We battled it out in the swirling fog. It wasn't too much 
of a battle, once my feet were on the slippery dedc. He 
didn't know much about fighting. He rushed me and 
didn't know how to duck. But he fought with the fury of 
d^peration. I cau^t a few on the face that I knew 
wouldn't add to my beauty. That was the least of my 
worries at the moment. 

When he saw that he wasn^t getting to first base, the 
guy turned tail and started to run. I caught him by the 
collar and ttirned him to face me, 

“Stick around a while * I invited. 

His punch glanced off my e^. I gave him six for one. 
In short order he wasn't enjoying the cruise. After I'd 
worked off some of my resentment, I began to get bored 
and let him have the big pimcL He folded, 

I squatted beside him and lit a match. It was tiiat 
foggy. 

Gilbert Gilbert! 

I slapped his face hard until he came to. When his eyes 
finally fluttered open, there was sharp fear in them. 

“AU right," I said, breathing hard. "Start talkmg," 

He stared at me with his moon-face white and pinched. 

I slapped him hard some more. 

He moaned. There was a streak of blood on his chin 
where my ring had cut him. He wasn't the brave, postur- 
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ing bullfighter from the Bronx now, He was scared I might 
be angry enough to throw him where he had just tried 
to throw me. 

T just wanted to frighten Jessie into giving up the 
necklace to Sasata,” he sobbed hoarsely. "If you died or 
disappeared, Jessie would be sure that Sasata could do as 
he says he can—kill by prayer. She'd have figured you 
were killed because you wouldn't give up the necklace. 
It was the only way I could think of to save Jessie from 
Sasatal” 

What a load of com that wasi 

I wasn't buying any. I knew that he and Sasata were 
in on the deal together. But what did interest me was 
that Gilbert—and Sasata—apparently didn't realize that 
I had turned the necklace over to Elaine. And that Weed- 
erwood had hijacked it from Elaine. 

I began to bum. These characters had almost sent me 
to Davey Jones just because they couldn't even keep up- 
to-date on their news. Since I had apparently refused to 
play ball, Gilbert had been assigned the job of getting 
me out of the way. Which would, at the same time, help 
impress Jessie wiA Sasata's powers of prayer. Ihat much 
was probably on the level. 

“You know something,” I said, *‘1 don't like you*” 

He didn't answer. 

"ril give you a little advice,” I went on tightly. "You 
stick to being a sheet jockey. You make like a bullfighter 
once more in my direction, and you'll be ex-alive ” 

"Please let me go ” ha chattered weakly. "I won't bother 
you again. I swear it” 

I stood up and jerked him to his feet, 

“Beat it. And teO that partner of yours to keep posted. 
It just so happens that throwing me overboard would 
have been a waste of time. I don't have the necklace. 
Neither does Jessie. Or anybody else you know.” 

His pointed nose quivered with surprise. “Who has it, 
then?” 
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TFind Marie Dinan^ that French singer, and youTl get 
your sticky little fingers on it/' I figured it wouldn't hurt 
to teU him* Why not let him and Sasata bloodhound for 
me? 

Gilbert Gilbert left me quickly* 

I wasn't feeling as calm as I sounded. Yon don't fiirt 
with fifty fathoms, separated from you by just five fingers, 
without feeling a little shaky in the instep* I decided that 
I owed myself a few vodkas, to celebrate stiU being able 
to breathe* I made my way along the damp promenade 
into the foyer, through the smoking room, and to the bar. 
The place was crowded. The smoke was as tlnck as the 
fog outside. 

Looking around, I noticed Seymour White, the jewelry 
manufacturer, drinking alone at a table. His head was 
wobbling on his neck Curious, I'd never seen him touch 
a drop before. If you had asked me, I'd have said his 
speed was ginger ale, stiaight. I ambled over to Ms 
table. 

THi," I said. 

He looked up at me mournfully. I guessed that at the 
moment he wasn't too dear about who I was. He waved 
vaguely. 

‘‘Siddown." I sat When the steward came over, I 
ordered two vodkas. One for me, and one for me. 

White's mild, haunted eyes seemed far away behind his 
glasses. He looked like a man who wanted to talk. So I 
waited. 

“You married?" he asked sadly. 

*Tm married. Love my wife, too. She's a witch," 

“Lots of women are witches ^ 

“Rita's special kind of witch. Treats me like a dog. 
But I don't care. Know why?” 

“Because you love her " 

“Sure, That's why, I just want her to be happy. That's 
why I don't care about Joe Calt. You know Joe?" 



‘IVe met hi m ” 

"He's a hopheaA Rita picked him up In a dive. Plays 
piano. Good, too. Know he sleeps in our suite?” 

"Interesting.” 

"Oh, very. They don’t even bother to shut the door. 
Tm only the husband, see?” He grinned foolishly, sadly. 
"We go to Australia to study gems, Joe Galt comes along, 
too. I pay all the bills. I just want my wife to be happy.” 

For a moment I thou^t he’d fallen asleep. His eyes 
were shut, and he was swallowing hard. The steward 
brought me my vodkas and I lined them up in front of 
me. Then I lifted one. 

"Things can get complicated, though ” White went on 
in a wistful tenor, popping his eyes open, "Get the pic¬ 
ture? A husband-that’s me-sets his wife up with a joy 
boy. Everybody's satisfied. Me, I don’t care. I guess I’m 
not much for that sex stuff, anyhow, so I don’t care. But 
what happens?” 

"What happens?” 

"The joy boy walks out on us. On Rita. He doesn’t 
wanna be nice to her any more. Stuck on another dame. 
Rita blows her top. She isn't fit to live with. Crazy with 
jealousy. So she takes it out on me. Makes my life miser¬ 
able. Like it was my fault about Joe Galt” 

"Who’s the other dame?” I asked casually. "Sarah 
Banner?” 

He shot me a look that was almost sober, I sensed a 
wariness behind his glasses. Then he shook his head 
slowly- 

“No,” he said. "That diz 2 y-lookmg redhead with the 
big green eyes. You must have seen her.” 

“Her name’s Vivi Jackson." 

"It's crazy.” He rubbed his bald head and seemed to 
shrink into the sports dothes that were too big for him, 
"I should be tickled he’s dumped Rita, and that I’ve got 
her for myseE But I'm not She's no good to me like 
this.” Big tears began to form in the comers of his eyes. 
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“If I were a man, Vd tear that guy apart* Paid his fare, 
expenses, everything , , 

Fd had enough. I finished one glass and picked up the 
other. Getting up I said, ‘TDon^t take it so hard. Maybe 
you can find yourself another joy boy.'* 

He squinted up at me bleailly, hopefully. “Know any¬ 
body? You looking for a meal ticket?** 

I didn't answer. I was afraid that if I did Fd give back 
the vodka. A man's stomach can take just so much. 

I moved away with my second glass. Looking around 
I saw Elaine passing behind the stools at the bar, ob¬ 
viously trying to find someone. With pardonable ego, I 
decided that she was looking for me. Where else would 
she be looking for me? I watched her a moment, drink¬ 
ing in her good looks. 

She had on a black dress which showed a good leg 
silhouette even in dim light It had a velvet belt with 
artificial roses at the side, and short flaring sleeves. A few 
taut strands of phony pearls were set on the lightly tanned 
skin over the plunging V-hne. Very delicious. Clothes 
looked so good on Elaine. 

I tapped her on the shoulder. TPeek-a-boo." 

“Mike.” She turned gracefully. “You drunk?” 

I lifted the vodka to her lips. “No, unfortunately^ 

She took a sip and wrinkled her little nose. “Ugh. 
Listen, Fve just checked again with the captain. He's 
given up the search for Marie Dinan. It’s just hopeless. I 
tried a few hunches of my own. No luck." Her chin 
dimpled. “What do we do now, Mr. Holmes?” 

I shrugged. “Look for new jobs, I guess,” 

“Oh, Mike! How can a woman just disappear into thin 
air?" 

“We thought Weederwood had disappeared, too. But 
he turned up. With his toes likewise.” 

Elaine looked thoughtful. “Say—maybe . . . maybe 
whoever killed Weederwood killed Marie Dinan, too. 
Maybe even if she did IdB the bug professor, to latch on 
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to the necklace, she was spotted. And somebody eke got 
to her, took the necklace, and threw her overboardl” 

I raised my eyebrows. “Could be,” I admitted. “A 
fancy deal you’ve cooked up there, but could be." 

“In which case,” Elaine went on in excitement, “that 
would mean somebody eke on board has the necklace. 
It could be any one of those characters we’ve been 
shadowing—” 

A fat guy, backing off the bar stool, waved his arm 
suddenly. Hk wristwatch clanked against die thin glass 
of vodka I held in my hand, and broke it sharply. 

"Ohl” Elaine’s fingers flew to her cheek. When they 
came away, there was a line of blood on them where a 
piece of glass had cut her. 1 took the handkerchief out of 
my podcet and held it against her cheek. 

“Oh, goshl” the fat guy apologized in mortification, 
“I’m terribly sorry. I didn’t reahze you were standing 
beside me." 

“It’s aU right,” Elaine assured him with a smile. “Our 
fault Only a scratch anyhow.” 

“Come into my stateroom,” I said, putting down die 
broken glass on the bar, "I’ll fix it up.” 

A minute or so later I switched on the light in my cabin, 
went to the medicine cabinet and took out some iodine. 

“No iodine, Mike. Feroxide.” 

“Vanity, thy name is woman.” 

I patted on some peroxide, and she held a wad 
cotton against her cheek. I lit two cigarettes and offered 
her one. Elaine sat down in an armchair and tilted her 
pretty head as she watched me curiously. 

“Know something, Mike? You’re a stinker.” 

“I am?” 

“You just won t be nice. I spent a small fortune on thk 
wardrobe I’ve got. Look at this dress I’m wearing. Isn’t 
it stunning? But you haven’t once told me how nice I 
look.” 

1 poured two scotches from my private stodc and 
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handed hear one. *Tell a woman how beautiful she looks,” 
I observed dryly^ “and the next thing you loiow you're 
sued for breach of promise ” 

Elaine sipped her drink slowly. Her light-blue eyes 
regarded me ruefully over the rim of the glass. She put 
down the cotton, got up and checked her face in the 
medicine-cabinet mirror. She rinsed away the coagulated 
blood on her cheek carefully. Then she turned and faced 
me, her back against the porthole light. 

*^ou do look delicious," I was forced to admit 

**My dress?” She cocked her head. “Or what's tmder it?” 

"Both.” I moved closer to her, 

"Mike—tell me the truth.” 

“Mmm?” 

"Do I—well, do I have as much sex appeal as those 
chippies you go for?” 

I thought it over, "In a clean sort of way,” 

She grimaced. "That soimds deadly.” 

"Not at all. When a lad wants his sex, he goes to a lady 
—or reasonable facsimile thereof—who can serve it up to 
him on a sizzlmg platter. Then when his appetite's satis¬ 
fied, he thanks her and reaches for his hat.” 

"Don't I have a sizzling platter?” 

"Frankly, no. You look like a nice clean kid at a Simday 
picnic—very appetizing, mind you—who wishes she could 
be a femme fatale. But on you it wouldn't look good. 

Her mouth pursed, "Thanksl” 

I put my hands in my pockets and leaned back against 
the wash basin. "I'm not saying you wouldn't make some 
husband a fine wife. I know damn well you would. You 
have the necessary equipment to get up some excitement, 
even if your measurements aren't exactly in the dream- 
girl category,” 

Elaine's small chin tdted, and her voice rose with a 
slightly dangerous intonation. "And what, if you don't 
mind, happens to be wrong with me?” 
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“Nothing,” I shmggedj “that more of the same wouldn’t 
fix” 

Involuntarily, she glanced down at herself. Then, her 
cheeks colored, she moved closer until we were only a 
foot apart, “I happen to have perfect measurements for 
my size, if you must know. Just take a good look!” 

I wasn’t sure whether Elaine was teasing. If there’s 
anything I cant stand, it’s a tease, 

I calmly reached in through the V. My movements 
were so quiet and deft that I had removed the two strap¬ 
less suction cups she wore before she realized what I was 
up to. 

Slam! My head rolled with the slap. 

She grabbed the gadgets from my hands and placed 
them over henelf, holding them in position. 

"How dare you, Mike Maddockl” 

I whistled, “More there than I thought, Elaine, It was 
worth the slap. I don’t think you do yourself justice in die 
land of things you wear,” 

She was still furious. “Don’t talk to mel” 

“After all,” I shrugged, "you did tell me to take a good 
look. Anyway, what did I see?” 

“More than you should if you were a gentlemani” 
“What about a lady?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I remember a lady in my stateroom who turned her 
back, but let her eyes wander to the mirror while I 
stripped for a shower.” 

“Well, I didn’t strip youl” 

"You’ve tried your best,” I pointed out 
Our eyes met for a moment Then the beginning of a 
smile twitched at the comers of my Bps, I began to 
chuckle. Slowly, almost against her will, Elaine began 
to smile, too. Then we were both laughing, and the duel 
was over. 

“Turn around, Mike.” I turned around, and knew she 
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was adjustiiig herself back into position* She raised her 
eyes to find mine smiling into hers in the mirror* 

“Well, now that you know aU,” she said defensively, 
tilting her chin and looking at herself in the mirror, “I 
hope I won't have to put up with any more snide cracks 
about my bosom*” 

T^ow that I know all about your bosom,” I countered 
playfully, "I would like to put up with it” 

She blushed a little, and seemed pleased, I knew that 
some of the inner tension had gone out of her. No matter 
what she really felt about me, die fact was that we were 
constantly together, and I seemed to be playing foofsy 
with every damsel in sight but her. That c^n get a gal 
down. Now that she'd wrung an admission out of me 
that she was not without her points, she could relax and 
stop chewing her fingernails* 

She lit a cigarette and sat herself on the edge of the bed, 
“Mike,'' she said seriously, “I think we’d better get out 
of the you-and-me department, and do some deep think¬ 
ing, Every hour we just sit around on our fannies means 
we have that much less of a chance of getting the neck¬ 
lace back." 

“Too true ” I achnitted* ‘"Any ideas?' 

"Well, let's take up from where we left off at the bar. 
I still think diat somebody’s bumped off Mme Dinan, 
via a trip over the rail And that somebody has the neck¬ 
lace." 

"It's worth playing around with. Let's think about 
Suspect Number One-Gilbert Gilbert. He’s quite a boy 
for spilling passengers over the rail. He tried it on me.” 

“He did?’ Elaine was wide-eyed. "Oh, Mike. Why 
didn’t you tell me? My God, I—I—” 

I shrugged. ‘"We cancel him and his boy friend Sasata, 
I think. The reason the Bronx bullfighter got rough was 
that he thought I still had the rocks. They were trying to 
scare Jessie into turning them over to Sasata, by showing 

95 



her that he had prayed me to dealh, and she would be 
next” 

"What about her maid—Sarah Banner? You had it 
figured she was tied in somehow with Joe Calt, and that 
it wasn't anything in the romance department” 

"Drugs. She's an addict” 

“Maybe she was putting the snatch on the neddace for 
Calt, in return for a supply of dope.” 

"Maybe. But the scheme must have fizded out, because 
Weederwood got to you first. And you had the rocks ” 

"What about Veebee, the masseur?” 

"No question but that he was working with Horace 
Boflus, But they missed the same boat. Unless they got 
a line on Weederwood or Dinan.” I became thou^tfui 
"Haven’t seen Boflus around for a while. Not so p^sistent, 
for a leech. Almost as though he'd got his fill of blood. 
From somewhere,” 

"I haven’t seen him around, either, Mike, and Fve 
been keeping an eye open for him,” 

I remembered how Veebee rushed out to tell Boflus the 
news that the rocks had been snatched by Professor 
Weederwood, It Had been shortly after that, I realked, 
that Weederwood had turned up in Elaine’s cabin minus 
a head - . • 

Mmmm. Could be. Could damn well be. 

"It's a hunch,” I said finally. "Tell you what. You 
prowl around and see if you can locate Veebee, Keep a 
tail on him. I'll see if I can find Boflus and watdi him. 
If it looks like they’ve swallowed a canary, well move in 
and make like we know something. Might force them to 
tip their hand,” 

Elaine sighed and got up. She ground the cigarette 
into an ashtray. "Okay. But does it have to be tonight, 
Mike? I'm worn. What about an early start in the mom- 
ing?” 

"Right, See you for breakfast.” 

I walked Elaine to the door. She hesitated there a 
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moment, then turned. Raising on tiptoes, she put her lips 
softly against mine. It was a gende kiss. I paid her in 
kind, without attempting to make anything of it It tasted 
good and sweet and dean. 

TTiat the way you used to kiss your brothers?* I 
queriedL 

Her chin dimpled wryly, and she went out 
With a sigh I went to the wash basin, brushed my 
teeth and undressed. I took a quick shower, felt a litde 
more refreshed, and slid into some clean pyjamas. Them 
I tumbled into bed prepared for a good night's sleep. 

I was almost doxing off when I became dimly aware 
of a slight persistent rapping at the door. I wondered 
for a moment. I hadn't bothered to lock the door. If any 
character wanted in for some unpleasant purpose, he'd 
have been in already. So whoever was knocking was no¬ 
body to be wary about 
"‘Come in,* I sighed. TDoors unlocked" 

The door opened. In the light from the passageway I 
saw that it was Jessie Evans, She wore a stunning gold 
wrap, as though she’d just come from the opening of the 
Opera, The door closed quietly behind her. 

“Don't him on the lights, Mike,” she said softly. 

She came toward me slowly. There was a dull light 
shining dirough the porthole, occasionally blotted out 
by remnants of fog, 

Jessie opened the gold wrap. The dim Hght of the 
Pacific night cast a soft sheen over her body. 

Then she dropped the wrap to the floor. 
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She was wahm and lithe against ma 

^SurjMdsed?” she murmured. 

TDelighted,^ I admitted. It was more than flatteiing. 
My scruples about mixing business with pleasure had 
been watered down by the disappearance of the Drag- 
hata rocks. Along with them, in all probabilty, had gone 
my job. In a world of dog eat dog, you don't sneer at 
dog biscuits. 

"We have some unfinished business,” Jessie purred. 
"Now where were wa brfore we were so rudely inter¬ 
rupted . , 

"Let's start over ” I suggested- 

“Fine.” Her laugh was a soft chime. "Suppose you be¬ 
gin by making love to me ” 

"That isn't the way I remember it,” I shifted to make 
more room for her. We faced each other, our eyes locked 
in a gaze of mutual pleasure, 

“How do you remember it?” 

"You began by making love to me ” I reminded her, 

"You mean—like this?” She showed me. 

Time stood still for a while, and I forgot everything. 
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‘Tfes,*’ I finally managed to say. “Like that" 

She laughed softly, and played her delicate fingers 
alcmg my body like a concert artist working out on a 
piano. She apparently realized the simile herself. 

"Just the prelude," Jessie smiled. "Let’s not be in a 
hurry, Mike. We have tiie night I like my love to last a 
long time. That is if you don't minH losing the sleeo* 
“I can always sleep." 

"Mike, you don’t mind my saying that I love you? I 
probably don’t in the slightest. But it’s what I always say. 
I feel that I do at the moment and that’s all that’s im¬ 
portant." 

"Did^you tell that to Gilbert last night?" 

"Yes. She shrugged her lovely, gleaming shoulders 
in my arms. "But that was last ni ghf * 

I felt slightly aimoyed, 

"Jessie, what do men mean to you?" 

“Darling. What a naive question. What do you suppose 
they mean to me? I certainly don't need a man to sup¬ 
port me. There isn’t anything I want that I can’t have by 
snapping my fingers. But there’s one thing that I can't give 
myself. So that’s what men mean to me. Seer 
"Im not sure I like the deal," I said, frowning. "It was 
obvious, of course. But when you put it that baldly, 1 
get a feeling that I’m being used." 

Jessie used her hands skillfully. The result was that I 
couldnt have left her if the ship was on fire. Because so 
was 1. 

^|Well, you ore, darlingl" she smiled mischievously. 
^t’s self-evident. And isn’t it wonderfull" 

“It isn’t bad.” 

"Is that the best you can say?” Her cream-scented 
hand stole between the pillow and the back of my 
I saw her braided hair raise over my eyes, shutting out 
the ceiling. Then her light green eyes lowered toward 
my face. Her kiss was tantalizing artful, filled with 
amazing promise. 



My response was enthusiastic. She replied in a pas* 
sionate, almost frightening way. 

I knew that conquest was necessary to Jessie. This rich 
girl took what she wanted. She regarded men exactly as 
rou6s regard the women they conquer. My mind was 
whirling in the strange experience, I had never been 
with a woman like Jessie before. True» women had lured, 
enticed, suggested. But never with the need and driving 
impact that was Jessie’s. And never with contempt for me 
written as clearly on a face as it was on Jessie’s. 

But J^sie was essentially a wanton at heart. In my 
mind’s eye I saw the long line rf men who had succumbed 
to her—and been devoured by her. She knew that no man 
could resist her, and she had a vast contempt for them, 
because ber fortune gave her unlimited power over 
them. She could buy and sell a dozen a minute, if she 
chose. I sensed this and I fought it. I was no Gilbert 
Gilbert, nor was I any of the countless other men she had 
had. It was subtle, and exciting, and Jessie knew it too. 
Her face changed, her manner dianged. She fought me, 
trying to be soft and clinging, and still hold to her con¬ 
tempt But she couldn’t She had joked about love, but I 
guess at this moment Jessie came as dose to real love as 
she had ever been. 

The glow was spreading tiurough me like a Pacific sun¬ 
set, when the clouds catch fire from one another before 
that last supreme moment of orgy when the sun flames 
most intensely on tiie rim of the sea. 

Tdike ... I'* she moaned softly, almost weeping. 

Release cam© swiftly like the roar of an express train 
flashing by a local station. It carried us both together out 
into the Pacific, to the distant horizon, to the pale stats 
in the windy, fitfd night, ever rising, ever soaring, ever 
reaching for the highest point in the heavens. And then 
peace. 

We lay quiet, still, for a long while. 
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“Mike,** Jessie Bnally said. Her voice was low, subdued, 
filled with wonder. "IVe never known anyone like you 
before. This was the first time a man ev^—' Her slow 
gaze sought mine in adoration. "I could have killed you, 
at first. For fighting me. But then, afterward . . 

'Tfou needed someone to slap you down,*^ I said, reach¬ 
ing for the cigarettes on the night table. ^'Someone to 
teach you that you're a woman and that other people 
like to live too."' 

She took the cigarette I lit for her, and Mew a con¬ 
tented ring into the dark of the cabin. 

‘Tfou taught me, darling ” she said gratefully. “Why 
couldn’t I have met you ten years sooner, Mike? I think 
rd have married you. And if this is any sample, Td have 
been a faithful wife, too. Or do you Hunk fliat could not 
have come to pass?*' 

“I never kick a doOar in the face. But neither would I 
marry one. I can’t imagine anything worse than life as 
your husband, except maybe as your lover" 

She pouted. ‘Tt isn't my fault Tm rich.” 

“I didn't say it was. But being rich has made you what 
you are. Your sense of values is distorted*” 
deny thatl” 

"You can't Your contempt when you came in here 
speaks for itself. It speaks for your whole attitude toward 
men. As far as you're concerned, they're toy poodles. 
For your amusement” 

She chuckled contentedly, and let herself go in a 
seDsuous stretch. "You're no toy poodle^ Mike. Youxe a 
wolf hound.” 

"And you're a—” 

"A bitch,” she finished for me with a smile. "But you 
can't say you didn't enjoy it as much as 1 did*” 

"I’d be a liar if I denied that.” 

Her roving eyes admired me. 

"Sleepy?” I adced. 
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“Oh, nor Her green eyes shone ardently in the dim 
light 

I could cheerfully have gone to sleep, myself. But I 
knew that in a little while I wouldn't want to. Jessie's 
caresses were too deft 

“Mike," she whispered in my ear, “I love you, darling, 
m always love you. There can never be anyone else 
now," 

I didn't answer. I felt genuinely affectionate toward 
her, but the instinct of experience warned me not to 
answer lightly. Things had a way of looking a lot dif¬ 
ferent in daylight 

After a while, Jessie kissed me softly on die neck, rose 
and went into the bathroom. I was half asleep. 

But I woke up sharply as I heard the latch on the 
cabin door click. I sat up, teeth clenched. Silhouetted 
against the light of the passageway I saw Sarah Banner, 
Jessie's maid She was wearing a dressing-gowii over a 
sheer nightgown. For a moment I thought she had come 
for Jessie. 

But as she came closer, I realized from die expression 
on her dimly Ht face that she had come for yours truly. 

“Mike," she whispered “Mike." 

“Mmmm?" 

"I couldn't sleep " She lowered herself beside me, her 
big blue eyes wide and tragic. “I've been waiting for you 
to visit me again. Why have you been avoiding me?" 

My eyes swept to closed bathroom door and back. 

I didn't know whether to feel amused or aggravated 
First the mistress. Then her maid. It was something out of 
a French farce or a burlesque show, I wouldn't have been 
too surprised if a chorus of nude dames had followed 
Sarah in, kicking in unison, singing, “This is the joy room, 
the oh-what-a-boy room!" 

“I haven't been avoiding you, Sarah,” I whispered 
“Don’t you know what's happened? It’s been keeping me 
on a bicyda* 


1Q2 


Her big blue eyes stared at wondering, TJap- 
pened? What's happenedf^ 

I figured there was no harm in felling her. 

‘‘A ccmple of murders. Over the necldace ” 

Sarah gasped. One hand moved in a despairing ges¬ 
ture toward her fuzzy straw hair, '‘Mm-dersr 
T[ thought you knew,*' 

TJo , , . no, I didn't ” Her chest rose and fell rapidly 
beneath the dressing gown. "Did you say , , , over the 
necklace?'' 

"Know anything about it, Sarah?^ 

“Mike, I—IVe got to tell you somediing,” she whis¬ 
pered, swallowing hard. "Ill ^ve to trust you—” 

I waited in suspense, not moving a musde, 

"I didn't know that anyone was going to get murdared 
—She hesitated. Then she took my hands and pressed 
them against her, “Mike, if I tell you a secret—something 
I don't have to tell you—it won't change your feelings 
about me, will it? It won't turn you against me?” 

"Look, kid. I already know you hit the needle. That 
hasn't changed my feelings about you, has it?” 

Her eyes widened in the semi-dark. "You knew?” 
"About that, yes. Now what's the rest of it?” 

"All right, Mike. Ill tell you the whole thing—” 

And then the bathroom door opened. 

Sarah wheeled around with a gasp of surprise. In the 
light streaming from the bathroom, mistress made out 
maid, and maid discerned mistress. The two women 
stared at each other for a tense moment, neither moving, 
neither saymg a word, 

Jessie's voice finally broke the speU, sharp as a whip, 
"What are you doing here?” 

Sarah looked from Jessie to m^ then began to weep 
softly. 

“Mikel” she sobbed. "Mike, how could you—” 

"I wasn't expectiiig you, Sarah,” I said lamely. With a 
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sigh I mentally kissed Sarah’s secret goodbye. If Jessie 
could only have powdered her nose for five minutes 
more , * * 

"Sarah,” Jessie said hau^tily, "go to your room at 
once- Ill overlook your impertmence this time, but it 
had better not happen again ” 

I knew Jessie had made a mistake as soon as die words 
were out of her mouth. 

Sarah stood at the side of my bed and faced Jessie, 
My view being blocked by her magnJfieent body, I sat 
up, leaning on one elbow, 'Take it easy, girls,” I urged* 
"Remember, there are gentlemen present” 

It was as though I wasn’t in the cabin* 

"You leave Mike alone,” Sarah ejcploded* "Just because 
you’ve got millions. Miss Evans, doesn’t mean that you 
can take anything you want Mike is minel” 

“Oh?” Jessie was poisonously sweet* She advanced a 
few steps from the bathroom door, the gold wrap held 
loosely about her with one hand at her throat “Aren’t 
you forgetting something, Sarah? You’re only a maid, you 
know. If I lose my temper, dear, you’re out of a job.” 

I don’t know whether Jessie was aware of Sarah’s 
habit But a monkey on the back is expensive. By the way 
the muscles at the sides of Sarah’s graceful neck were 
working, I knew that she was thinking about that* But I 
felt that she was too worked up and indignant to stop 
herself from committing economic suicide. I owed it to 
her to step in and save her job—no matter how much she 
hated me for it Noblesse oblige^ or somethmg. 

Not that I thought Sarah wouldn’t be better off with 
the monkey dead. But you don’t fight the habit by making 
the white stuff financially inaccessible. That’s a kill, not 
a cure * 

"Sarah,” I interrupted, "it so happens that I invited 
Miss Evans to share my hospitality this evening* I think 
she's being very patient with you, and I admire her for 
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it Now be a smart kid and go away, and thank heaven 
you work for a tolerant lady.” 

Sarah turned toward me, her pretty mouth open in 
dismay. 

Then she slapped me, so hard I bounced. 

And out she went like a blue-eyed tornado, 

Jessie was amused. 

She sat down at the side of the bed, and her fingen 
played with the hair on my chest. “Darling, you handled 
that beautifully. It was an embarrassing situation, wasn't 
it?” 

“Don’t fire her, Jessie. After all, you can’t blame her for 
thinking I’m charming, can you?” 

Jessie laughed and bit my ear lobe. I’m only jealous 
and annoyed when I don’t get what I want I want you, 
and I’ve got you. So I’m not reaUy annoyed at Sar^” 

‘That’s being broad-minded," I said in relief. 

“Have you—uh—tried her, too, MUce?” 

"A gentleman never tells, Jessie.” 

“How is she? Good?” 

“Fishing for compliments?” 

“Of course. But I would like them to be true." 

“She’s highly competent But you—” 

“Mmmmm?” She slid onto my lap and her cool arm 
encircled me. 

“I’ve never known a woman quite like you before, 
Jessie,” I said truthfully. “You make it exciting, a chal> 
lenge-* 

Jessie smiled dreamily and drew me down with her. 

The gold wrap slid off her shoulders and lay under her 
like the linen of a princess. I let my eyes caress her long* 
limbed, perfectly formed body. My breath began to come 
harder. There could be worse ways to die. 

“Aren’t you worried about your wrap?" I said, as die 
sought my lips. 

“Darling," she lauded, T’m Jessie Evans. Wraps like 
these are a dime a dozen to me. But men like you, Mike 
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“I don’t often find one. You’re the first who’s ever really 
put me in my place. And I love it" 

She was soft and )delding. But prime beef. The select 
grade. Ultra-expensive and ultra-satisfying. I had no in¬ 
tention of passing up the opportunity. Because I knew 
she liked it, I started kneading her soft and succulent 
back. I pinched it and petted it until the velvet sldn 
started to turn pink. Then I moved lowcff, spreading her 
across my knees, and doing the same for her southerly 
hills. They throbbed and palpitated as I rubbed and 
massaged, and then, again because I figured she wotdd 
like it, I spanked them a bit. Spank, spank. Sweet, flut¬ 
tering flesh, turning pink, th^ red, as I pinched and 
spanked. 

She gave a cry of pure delight and it seemed time to 
turn her over. So I did. I gave ^ch of her breasts the 
treatment usually reserved for lollipops. She riciprocated. 
What was I, a dame or someUung, ^t Jessie should be 
kissing and tonguing my miniscule • . . Well, maybe Td 
best skip that, even though Jessie didn’t Whm ie was 
through, I was shaldiig like a leaf and more inflamed than 
a volcanoe. No help for it now. I had to have her. I had 
to have this rich bitch, this wealthy wanton. 

I kissed her where it would do the most good. Then I 
slithered myself along her sHchy thighs, gave her a taste 
of the torment she had aroused in me. She r^ponded by 
bumping and grinding like a burlesque dancer, I gave 
her the rest of me. She squealed in a transport of joy, 
and her nails dug into my back as we locked, socked and 
rocked. A few seconds more, and both of us scored the 
grand slam. 

It was the start of a long night Her nails dug into my 
back a couple of more times before she finally asleep. 
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ELEVEN 


I DiDN^T EXACTLY hate myself in the morning, as tiie old 
saying goes* But I was plenty tirad. When I opened my 
eyes, Jessie was gone* I had a vague recoUection that 
some time during the dawn hours I had been crushed 
under a pleasant weight, I blinked my eyes sleepily, 
trying to remember. It could have been a dream—and a 
natui^ one, under the drcumstances* 

I flung the covers aside, showered, shaved and dressed. 
Then I picked up Elaine for breakfast 

Her instincts were as keen as usual Amazing how that 
gal could si>ot an after-effect 
‘Was it enjoyable?” she said tartly* 

I raised my eyebrows innocently. 

She maintained a cold silence all the way to die dining 
room. It wasn't until the coffee arrived that she lit up a 
cigarette and spoke again* 

“WeH be in Samoa tonight,** she said impersonally, 
TDo you realize what that means M terms of the neck¬ 
lace, and our jobs, if we don't locate something fastr 
I stirred my coffee, *lt means the first chance for who- 
ev^ has it to get it off the boat** 
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*WeTl be in Samoa for something like twelve hours. 
Plenty of time for whoever has the necklace to cache it 
somewhere. He can come back for it when the heat is 
ofiF, That's what I'd do, if I wanted to play it smart** 
"Sor 

“So whatever we do, weVe got to do fast. Today. It 
may be our last chance, Mike, Got any ideas?" 

*T(Vell, last night we agreed to tad Veebee and Boflns. 
Does that sound sour this morning?" 

Elaine sighed. “Doesn't it to you?" 

“Sort of." I brooded over my coffee for a while. “We 
, don't know that they have it It could be any of the 
other crooks who were after it Seems to me maybe our 
best bet is to get a little rough, and find out a few things." 

“Such asr 

“Such as why and how Sasata knew that Karl Peterson 
was dead when he first came to my cabin and pulled that 
act about praying him to death. And why and how Horace 
Boflus knew the same thing. He tried to blackmail us 
on the strength of knowledge that Peterson's corpse was 
in your cabin." 

*Teterson is old stuff," she objected, “It would be 
much more logical to concentrate on who killed Professor 
Weederwood. Because that would tell us who took the 
necklace from him." 

“But we don't have any leads on that And we do 
know that both Sasata and Boflus were aware of Peter¬ 
son's death. So I think I'll pay Mr. Sasata a visit and do 
some fishing " 

“Want me to see Boflus?" 

“No, Just tail him for me. I'll tackle him next.** 

“Mike. Be careful. Don't do anything foolish." 

“I didn't know you cared." 

“It's just that I don't want another corpse turning up In 
my cabini” 

“Not even if tbey left me there nice and naked?” 

She gave me an exasperated look and left 
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As I turned into the B Deck passageway, heading for 
No. 159, I saw Gilbert Gilbert backing out of Sasata’s 
cabin. That particular team had apparently just been 
having a pow-wow. I slid into a cross corridor and flat¬ 
tened at a far comer until the bullfighter from the Bronx 
had waltzed past me. Then I continued on through the 
passageway. 

When I reached No. 159,1 didn't knock. I walked in. 

Sasata's face was wet, and he was putting away some 
shaving things. His turban and cummerbund were off, 
and he had a prosaic towel ^ound his shoulders. He 
didn’t look like a Hollywood swami at the moment Just 
a tall, ugly guy wifli a wart on his sunken cheek, 
and a little chin beard. He stared at me a moment, then 
wiped his face with the towel. 

"I did not bear you knock, Mr. Maddock," he said 

calmly. 

“I idn’t have time,” I said. “I want some information 
from you, Sasata, and 1 want it fast 

"Oh?" He put down the towel and took a fresh shirt 
from the closet "If I can help you, I would be glad to. 
Although I am not particularly grateful to you for that 
blow on the jaw.^ 

‘'That was only a sample of what I m about to give 
you,” I said, you try holding out on me. I want a 
straight answer. Who killed Karl PetersonF 

His eyelids at half-mast, Sasata stared at me silentiy. 
"I told you that I did. By prayer." 

I took one step forward and brou^t his open shirt 
together in my fist. He almost bent at the knees. 

"Listen, you son-o£-a-bitch. I'm not buying any more 
of your horsefeathers. You knew Peterson was dead when 
you came to my cabin. That means you know who killed 
V,im 111 give you just one second to talk, or IT beat your 
brains ini” 

Sasata's hand dropped like a snake to his back pocket 

My free hand caught his wrist. 
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"Drop that knife before I break your arm," 

He dropped it. 

“Now talk,” I shook him by the shirt His feet raised 
off^the floor,^and he began to look a little ftightened, 
“All right,” he said, swallowing hard. “Let me go. I 
suppose there’s no reason I shouldn't tell you, since it 
actually has nothing to do with me." 

I kicked the knife under the bed and let him go. 
"Mane Dinan killed Karl Peterson.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I saw her. I was standing near Horace Boflus outside 
her cabin on B Deck. I noticed that he was holding a 
mirror casually at the side of his shoulder. The mirror 
faced the porthole of a cabin—I didn’t know it was Marie 
Dinan’s at the time. Boflus was too absorbed to notice 
me. I got a few glimpses into his mirror.” 

“What did you see?" 

I saw Mane Dinan and a man I recognized fleetingly 
^ l^^l Peterson. They seemed to be fighting, Marie was 
in a state of undress, as though he’d been ripping off her 
clodies.” 

"Was she screaming or crying out?” 

Sasata looked a little surprised for a moment. “No. It 
seems curious, now that I fliink of it, but she wasn’t. She 
was just fighting him without making a sound. I could 
only catch occasional glimpses in Boflus’ mirror, but it 
looked as though Peterson was trying to rape her. I saw 
them stagger together toward a dressing table. Then I 
saw the knife flash, Peterson’s back faced the mirror. 
He fell." 

"What did Marie Dinan do then?” 

“Nothing, for a moment. I couldn’t see very clearly, but 
it looked as though she were wrapping a robe around her 
tom clothing. Then she bent down and seemed to be 
dragging Peterson’s body. That’s all I saw. Boflus may 
have seen more, because he watched for another minute 
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or two- Then he put the minror in his pocket and walked 
away^ 

“And you decided to use tiiat knowledge to scare me 
with your hocus-pocus about death prayers—to get Jessie 
Evans to give up the necklace ” 

Sasata shrugged, "A man has to make a living * 

"Whose idea was it to throw me overboard—yours or 
Gilbert's?^ 

He saw the look in my eyes. "Gilbert^"* he said hastily* 
"I tried to tell him it was a mistake, but he's so pig¬ 
headed” 

My fist opened and denched a few times in indedsioiL 
*Td pay you back a little better for that if I had the 
time. But right now IVe got to get a lead on Marie Dinan* 
Where is she?” 

“I don't know ” Sasata shrugged. “I haven't seen her 
for days ” 

I didn't waste any more time on him. 

I decided to take a short breather at Ihe bar to think 
dungs over. I climbed to the gangway to the A Deck 
promenade, went through the smoking room, and climbed 
onto a stool I ordered a whidcey sour. I didn't want to 
feel good. I just wanted to think straight and fast 

Sasata's story had probably been straight It also ex¬ 
plained why Horace Boflus knew so quickly diat Karl 
Peterson was dead, and in Elaine's cabm. He was quite a 
handy boy with that mirror of his. He probably intended 
to blackmail Marie Dinan, and at the same time squeeze 
a little blackmail out of me for keeping the fact of Peter¬ 
son's body m Elbe's cabin quiet 

What id alt that tell me about the necklace? 

Not much more than I had already surmised. Marie 
Dinan had killed Karl Peterson. It could have been her 
first murder, or then again she could have been a very 
tough cookie. Tough enough also to murder Protesor 
Weederwood, with whom she had been very pally, once 
she knew he had snatched the necklace. The more I 
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thought about it, the more it looked like a case of thieves 
falling out. But that still added up to the fact that Weed- 
erwood was dead, Marie had the necklace* 

And Marie had dissolved into thin air< If somebody 
had, in turn, slipped her the business by shoving her 
overboard, then that somebody now had the necklace. 
Button, button, who's got the button? It was all nice and 
frustrating. And I was right back where 1 had started 
from, which was exactly nowhere. 

^i, Mikel" 

Settling herself on the stool next to me was Vivi Jack- 
son, my little alley-cat. I could smell the lilacs. But she 
wasn't alone. With her was Joe Calt, the red-faced pian¬ 
ist He lifted a finger at me in recognition and slid onto 
the stool on the other side of Vivi 
“Haven't seen you around much, Maddock," Joe Calt 
said. 

“You haven’t looked in the right rooms,” Vivi cracked, 
a nice broad smile breaking across her dizzy mouth. 

I decided to fish. “Keeping myself busy, Fve been hav¬ 
ing some interesting talks with Sarah Banner. 

I finished my drink, watching him out of die comer 
of my eye. His red face turned white. Whether vrith anger 
or suspicion or fear I couldn't tell. 

“Yeah?” he said. He gave his order to the bartender, 
then turned back to me. “I imagine Sarah could really 
spin you some wild yams. She's a hophead, you know- 
“A lot of people are “ I said. 

“I'm not,” Vivi said, Tm choosy about my vices.* 

“I didn't know you had more than one, Vivi, I said. 
“Oh?” She giggled and looked innocent. “Which one?* 
“Generosity.” I slid off the stool “If you'll excuse me, I 
see Mrs. White. I'd like to have a chat with her, too—* 
Now there was no mistaking Joe Galt's reaction. He 
stared at me with anything but love, I paid for my driidc 
and shoved off, his eyes on my back. Vivi waved her 
fingers. 
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Rita WMte had been standing at the rear of the smofc* 
ing room, watching. Her hands met in her lap^ where 
they were twisting a handkerchief. Her face wore a dark, 
sullen pout. She had on a dress of gray-and-white striped 
wool jersey that seemed a bit too young for her, 

^Stdl carrying the torch?*' I said softly. 

She tore her eyes from Joe Galt and Vivi, and looked 
at me angrily. Her nostrils quivered. 'That pig,*' she said 
tensely. ‘Took at him with that cheap whore—” 

"'Vivi's not so cheap " I said mildly. Took, why let it 
bum you? There are other fish m the sea. Me, for in¬ 
stance.” 

Her head swung up in surprise, 'Tfou? You—mean it?" 

"Anybody in your cabin?” 

"My husband’s on deck, reading, if ttiats what you 
mean," Rita said with a wry smile, ''Well Icndc the door. 
If he finds it locked, he just goes away," 

"Fine. Let s move.” 

I took her arm and we went to her cabin. I was a 
little nervous en rofife, hoping I wouldn't bump into 
Elaine. She might think what Rita White thought—that 
I was going to Rita’s cabin for some more of what Elaine 
thought I already had too much of. Widi the precious 
hours ticking off before we docked in Samoa, that just 
might make Elaine angry enough to turn against me and 
teU the company a few things that would not make them 
anxious to keep Mike Maddock in dieir employ. 

But luck was with me diis time. Elame didn’t spot me. 
In a few moments I was alone in a cabin with Rita, and 
the door was locked. In my book, Rita was still a skunk, 
and a vulgar one at that. I wasn’t attracted by the stub¬ 
born pout to her lips and chin, her dark gray eyeballs 
rimmed beneath by white. She wasn’t exactly un-pretty, 
but she wasn’t anything to shoot off a cannon about, 
either. 

Without asking me what I wanted, she poured two 
drinks from a bottle of premixed cocktails, and handed 
me one. 
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We drank in silence, eyeing each other. 

I made up my mind fd pump Bita for whatever I 
could, then get out It wasn't that I had had a long mght 
It was also that I was particular. Sarah Banner, yes. Jessie 
Evans, yes. Vivi Jadcson, no. Rita White? Nol But I knew 
that much depended upon my skill in questioning. And 
Rita had to think diat our tite-a-tite would end up pied- 
a-pied. 

1 can^t figure it, Rita," I said musingly, girl with 
your looks and body. What's the matter with Joe Cdt, 
anyhow?" 

“That louse,” she said thickly. She poured herself an¬ 
other drink* “After all IVe done for him . 

“Some guys don’t appreciate anything ” 

“Let’s see what you look like ” she said, and began to 
undress. Off went the wool jersey over her head Then a 
white slip. Standing there nonchalantly in a bra and 
trim-fitting girdle, she lit a cigarette and turned to face 
me. 

“Well?" Her voice was cool, sharp, insolent 

I fumbled at the buttons of my shirt “What’s the 
hurry? It’s nicer wiffi conversation and a little romance,” 

“Never mind the conversation.” She came doser to 
me, put an aim around my nedc, and pressed against me. 
She moved a little. Then she kissed me. 

I didn’t like it but I kissed back a littlei I had to. 

“Passion boy, aren’t you?" she said mockingly. 

“Don’t rush me," 1 said “Tin bashful" 

I reached for a cigarette to stall She leaned against the 
bed, smoking, watching me with faint suspicion. 

“You’re not really mad at Call,** 1 said “You stQl love 
that guy." 

“I hate him," she said with quiet fierceness. 

“No, you don’t Or you’d talk a little. You'd teH me a 
few things about him which might help even the score. 

She smiled shrewdly, “I talk better when I don’t have 
other things on my mind" 
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I thought it over* Rita White was a tough hombre. I'd 
never get her to open up this way, apparently* Maybe if 
I let myself be led to water* Then balked* It was a kmd of 
dirty trick, in a way. But time was numing out. And Rita 
White was not the kind of babe on whom I would waste 
any sympathy. If I played my cards right, and worked 
her up, she’d spOl—rather flian have me leave her high 
and dry, 

I put my arms around her. 

Her hair tumbled on my shoulder, 

I kissed her, 

I let nature take its course up to a certain point* She 
was skillful, all right, and anxious. Very anxious* 
Without seeming to do so, I delayed as long as I could, 
giving her time to run a fever, 

''Oh, Mike, please . , ^ 

I deliberately lay back and reached for a cigarette 
from the dressing table. "What’s the hurry?” 

**Fleaser She was imploring, 

"Look,** I said. T want to know a few things about 
Joe Calt. Things you can tell me. Speak up. As fast as 
you make it plain. I’ll make you a happy woman,” 

Her eyes narrowed with hatred, "Nol Oh, you dirty—1** 
“Don't be a fool. What’s Calt to you now? Just an ex¬ 
gigolo who's dimbing into the hay with Vivi Jackson. 
Are you going to let hini get away with that?” 

I heard her hard breathing, 

"Ill tell youl” she burst out finally, "TU teU you every¬ 
thing. But afterward, Mike, afterwardl” 

She was getting hysterical. I knew it was touch-and-go. 
She might blow up and throw me out. On the other hand, 
she might be relaxed and grateful enough to spill. It was 
a gamble. And anyway, I had nothing much to lose. 

I put down the cigarette and took her in my arms. 

I dosed my eyes and pretended it was Sarah Banner, 
Then I switched the image to Jessie Evans. 

But Rita was better than I expected. Her soul might 
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have been hard, but her body was soft Sort of cute and 
full, especially around the thighs and rear. I moved her 
aroimd and fitted those curves of hers to my manhood. 

“Mike,” she murmured over and over again. "Mike ” 
It wasn't exactly ecstasy for me, but I managed. So did 
she. Like a pair of bolting rockets, we surged at white 
heat over the horizon. 

I let her subside for a moment 

“Okay,” I said "fm listening ” 

She pulled away from me and reached for a cigarette* 

“Wasn’t that a lot of trouble to go through,” she said, 
giving me a bitter look, “just for some information on Joe 
Caltr 

I lit her cigarette for her. "We had a bargain* IVe kept 
my part.” 

“That was why you came to my cabiiL Not for me, 
Jtist to pump me about Joe Calt” 

“I did what you wanted me to, Rita. I could have 
walked out on you. But I accepted your word Was I 
afooir 

A sharp crack across my dieek gave me the answer. 

“Get out of herel” 

I walked to the door. As I did, Rita sat there on the 
bed, one leg folded under the other, cursing me and call¬ 
ing me vile names. A few I didn’t even understand 

I stood at the door for a moment and turned around 

"Can’t say I blame Joe Calt too much,” I said. 

The lamp smashed against the door when I was al¬ 
ready on the other side of it No better off than I had 
been before I went in* 

That wasted the morning nicely* Now there was only 
the afternoon and maybe a short spell of evetdng before 
we docked in Samoa. And a cool million and a half in 
jewelry would waltz off the ship, never more to be found 
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TWELVE 


The henimc boom was noisier than usual, probably due to 
the fact that we would be dockmg at Samoa that evening. 
Much cheerful badinage, much speculation, good spirits 
aU around. Except at the table where Elaine and I sat 
We poked gloomily at our lunch. 

**A11 we seem to do is go up blind alleys, Elaine sighed 
ova- her iced tea. “Like me, this morning. I had a bright 
idea. I didn^t know where it would lead, but I felt I had 
to do something. So I went to see Mrs. Farraday—you. 
know, tiiat woman in the big white hat. The one who 
hangs around with the guy in the Bermuda shorts ” 

“I thought he was her husband,” I said. 

"Well, he isn t On several occasions I saw Boflus go 
up to Mrs. Farraday and speak to her. She seemed an¬ 
noyed and shaken. I couldnt hear what they said, but 
I had my own ideas. You know Boflus. I had it figured 
that he was trying a littie blackmail. If Mrs. Fanraday 
didn't cross his palm with silver, when they got to Aus¬ 
tralia he might send a cable to her husband about the 
guy in ths Bsnnuds shorts. 

“What’s that got to do widi the neddace?” 
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"Nothing," Elaine admitted, "except that it involves 
Boflus, and he's on our suspect list Anyhow, this morn¬ 
ing, for want of anything better to do, I had a tallc with 
Mrs. Fanaday. She was cold, at first, but then she broke 
down and told me that what I suspected was true, fioflus 
had been trying to blackmail her. But here s the funny 
thing, Mike. He had given her two days to cable her 
husband for five thousand bucks, to be deposited for 
her in Sydney, But she hadn't cabled." 

"And so?" 

"Instead, last night she went to Boflus and begged him 
to give her a little time. She would hock some of her 
jewelry in Australia, and pay him out of that But ap¬ 
parently Boflus had had a change of heart, or something. 
He told her not to worry about it He said he didn't want 
her money after aU, and advised her to go and enjoy 
herself with the guy in the Bermuda shorts." 

"Heyl” I put down my fork and sat up in the chair, 

EUaine was biting her lower lip. "It may not be much 
but it s about all weVe got to go on." 

“It's plenty, Elaine. There's only one reason Boflus 
would have lost interest in blackmailing Mrs, Farraday, 
Five thousand bucks is small change compared to a mil¬ 
lion and a half, Idd He wouldn't want to be bothered 
with the risks of blackmail, for so little dough, if he had 
his hands on the Draghata necklace. It's the only answer 
that makes sense!” 

I threw down my napidn. 

“Let me come with you,” Elaine begged, 

“Not a chance. Your neck is too pretty to be ventilated.* 

“You don't think he'd be crazy enough to use a gun—?” 

“If he had anything to do with bumping off Weeder- 
wood, which is highly likely if he has the necklace, then 
what makes you think he wouldn't?” 

“Mike, don't be an idiot Don't make like a hero. Go 
to Captain De Wyde, and let him send some ship’s of¬ 
ficers with—" 
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"Nuts. We haven't proved a thing. Boflus could make 
me look silly. As th i ngs stand, remember, Marie Dinan has 
disappearei Everytiaing points to her as Weederwood's 
murderer, and as the character who has tihe necklace. I 
haven't figured out this deal yet, but Boflus might Bsten 
to a little rough talk. Just between the two of us, with no 
witnesses.” 

"Mike, please be careful—” 

"You look pretty when you’re worried. Mi” 

She crimsoned slightly* 

On my way up to B Deck, I almost bumped into Sarah 
Banner on the staircase. Her big body looked refresh¬ 
ing in a plaid number outlined with whita There was 
ice in her big blue eyes as they met mine. 

"Sarah,” I said quickly, “Bsten. You ve got to under¬ 
stand about last night—” 

She tried to pEtss me, but I blocked her and held her 
wrist 

"I know your pride is hurt but believe me, I only 
did it because I didn’t want you to lose your fob—” 
"Please let me pass, Mr. Maddock” Long, thick idcl^* 
"Look . . I edged my voice with pleading. "There 
was somedung you were going to teU me. A big secret 
about Joe Calt. It’s important, Sarah. Won’t you—” 

"I hate you ” Her voice was low and trembliog, "Don’t 
you ev^ speak to me again. Let me go or I’ll scream, do 
you hear?” 

I let her go. She rushed on downstairs past me* 

I sighed and continued up to B Deck. 

Horace Boflus’ cabin was an outside room, port side. 
I listened a moment outside his door, then I knodced* 
The door opened a cracM snd an eye peered out at me. 
A bright, suspicious eye. 

"I’d like to talk with you for a few minutes, Boflus ” 
"Oh, it’s you, Mr. Maddock.” The door opened wider, 
and he faced me in a dressing gown* His t hinning hair 
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was carefully combed, and he wore his usual fixed half¬ 
grin. “By all means* Do come in-" 

I did, and he motioned me into a chair facing the port¬ 
hole. He turned toward a table. ‘‘Drink?” 

I held up my fingers to show him how much- He gave 
it to me in whiskey. 

“Planning to get off the ship at Samoa?” I asked, 

“Oh, yes—for a while,” he purred blandly, sitting down 
to face me. “It will be nice to be on land don't you 
think? One tires of the sea after a while ” 

“Taking Ae necldace off the ship with you?” 

He looked at me with injured innocence, and his fine 
eyebrows arched over his small bright eyes, “Necklace? 
I don’t understand, Mr. Maddock.” 

“Well, then, it may surprise you to know that the Drag- 
hata neddace-the one in which you were so interested 
some days back, if you recaU—has been stolen,” Fine 
irony. 

“You don’t say, Tst tst tetl” Equally fine irony, 

“Now I know that you didn’t steal it, Boflus, Not origi¬ 
nally, that is. Professor Weederwood stole it—” 

“Eh^dful. And has the Professor been arrested?” 

"You know perfectly well that the Professor has been 
murdered.” 

He lit one of his Egyptian cigarettes and puffed a thin 
doud of smoke towairf the ceiling. “Oh, now, I do re- 
hearing something about that Shocking, wasnt it?” 

“There’s an odd coincidence involved. When I men¬ 
tioned to your partner the fact that Miss Valentine had 
been held up for the necklace by Professor Weeder¬ 
wood—” 

“My partner, Mr, Maddodc?” 

“Veebee Risticini—or haven’t you met tiie gentieman?” 

“Oh.” He nodded mockingly, “You mean Miss Jessie 
Evans’ masseur and bodyguari Yes, I know him. Do go 
on. This gefe more and more interesting.” 

“Well, when I told Veebee, he rushed off to tell you. 
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And then shortly afterward Weederwood turned tip in 
Miss Valentine's cabin minus his head. Interesting?'* 

^Tascmating. You suspect me, of course?" 

“Of course," 

“Now, really, Mr, Maddockl" He exhaled two thin rods 
of smoke over a poisonous smile, "I am perhaps not en¬ 
tirely a solid citizen, but do I look like a murderer? And 
one who goes around chopping off heads besides?" 

“Frankly, yes ” 

“But you're being ridiculous. Aren't you forgetting a 
little something? Weederwood was murdered in Marie 
Dinan's cabin. The body was placed in Miss Valentine’s 
cabin adjoining, and then Miss Dinan disappeared. Don't 
you think it would be more logical to find Marie Dinan, 
than to come here and toss out feeble accusations which 
are obviously absurd?" 

I paused as though to think that over. What I was re¬ 
flecting about, actually, concerned Horace Boflus' ao 
curate knowledge of the facts. It was true that a 
professional blackmailer made it his business to leam a 
lot of things he wasn't supposed to know. But his knowl¬ 
edge of the details of Weederwood’s murder was a little 
too perfect to be second-hand, 

“In other words," I suggested, “you believe that Marie 
Dinan killed Weederwood, took the necklace, and dis¬ 
appeared.** 

He spread his hands urbanely, '^Vbat else?" 

“That could be true," I admitted, “But it raises an¬ 
other interesting point. Women simply don't disappear 
off a ship at sea. Not unless they are pushed over the 
rail. And if that is what happened to Marie Dinan, it is 
logical to believe that someone eke now has the neck¬ 
lace,” 

“I admire your imagination, Mr, Maddock" 

I put one foot up on tiie comer of his bed, “Tm rather 
convinced it’s you, Boflus, Know why?" 

“Please tell me.” 
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^Because of your sudden loss of interest in blackmail¬ 
ing Mrs. Farraday out of five grand. Since when do you 
get soft-hearted about five thousand iron men, Boflus?” 

Boflus shrugged. T am a soft-hearted man, Mr. Mad- 
dock. I can't stand to see women cry. Mrs. Farraday was 
quite pathetic. So I simply assured her that she had 
nothing to worry about &om and that I had only 
been teasing her ” 

‘Touching. But your change of mind could also be 
ejcplained by the fact that you had your hands on more 
than a million dollars' worth of necWaoe-therefore the 
risks of blackmail for a measly five grand became too 
great for so paltry a pay-off. How’s that sound on your 
piano?” 

Bofius poured himself another drink and loosened the 
collar of his shirt under his dressing gown. ‘Tery amus¬ 
ing. Your deductions are quite adroit, Mr. Maddock. 
There's only one small thing I hesitate to mention. I don t 
want to spoil your fun, but—weU, let's face it Even if 
your far-fetched suppositions were correct, surely you 
don't have even a shred of evidenoe to support them. 

“That's a supposition on your part, Mr. Boflus. A good 
card player, you ought to know, always reserves an ace 
in the hole." 

A good card player also bluffed, if he was stuck with 
a big pot and a bad hand. Boflus was right. I didn t have 
a single bit of evidence. But if he thought I might have, 
and he was apparently fishing for it, I mi^t be able to 
trick him into spilling a few things he imagined I knew. 
Anyhow, I had notiiing to lose by getting caryptic and 
tossing out the things that still bafiled me, fust as thou^ 
I knew what the hell they all added up to. 

Tm afraid you're only bluffing, Mr. Maddock, Boflus 
smiled serenely. Tf you had any real evidence, you would 
have confronted me with it long before this,” 

“Would you like a sample of what I loiow for a fact?” 

Wery much!” 
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^TVell, let s start with that mirror you carry with you ” 
"Mirror? Oh, yes, my little pocket mirror ” He pulled 
it out of a pocket in his pants. "I like to check up on my 
appearance from time to time. Vanity, I suppose*” 

"Not vanity, Bo£us. Blackmail. You used that minor 
outside of Marie Dinan's stateroom. Through what you 
saw in the porthole, as reflected in your mirror, you knew 
that she had killed Karl Peterson when he attempted to 
rape her ” 

A flash of surprise and interest came through the mask 
of superficial brightness that armored Boflus^ eyes. ‘"Well!” 
he said, dousing his cigarette in an ashfeay. “Score one 
for your side* That happens to be true. And for the record, 
Mr. Maddock, I am prepared to testify at the trial of 
Marie Dinan for her murder of Karl Peterson.” 

For some reason he was watching me closely, as diongh 
to test my reactioii to this statement I decided that my 
best bet was to play enigmatic and keep him guessing. 

“Oh, are you? That's generous of you.” I made the 
words biting. Then I tried a stab in the dark. “I don't 
suppose your little mirror also caught Marie Dinan in 
the act of shooting Professor Weederwood, and then 
cutting off his head?” 

A smile curved his narrow lips. A smile I didn't like— 
because it denoted that I had blundered, somehow, 
“No,” he said in amusement, pursing his lips. Tm 
afraid it wouldn't be true to say that. Although I would 
think that any jury, presented with the facts, would be 
inclined to guess that if Marie Dinan had murdered Karl 
Peterson, it would be logical to assume that Professor 
Weederwood was also her victim* Especially since both 
were killed in her cabin. And since she disappeared as 
soon as Weederwood was murdered.” 

“You know Marie didn't IdM Weederwood,” I said 
quietly, 

“Do I?” 

Something told me that my bluff had struck home. It 
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was now or never* I had to make my gamble on present¬ 
ing all the facts I knew in such a way as to lead Bofius 
to believe that I really understood how they fitted to¬ 
gether. 

“There were a few little items that tipped the whole 
thing, Bofius,” I began with a tight smile. 'Those missing 
middle toes on Weederwood's corpse, for example ” 

He stared at me, his smile gone now* He said nothing. 
“The whole peculiar business of Weederwood vanish¬ 
ing after the snatch of the necklace from Miss Valentine. 
And then turning up in her cabin as a corpse. Then the 
disappearance of Marie Dinan. And she doesn’t turn up, 
even as a corpsel The murder of both Karl Peterson and 
Weederwood in Marie Dinan’s room.” I lit another ciga¬ 
rette calmly* “It all adds up, Bofius." 

He was leaning forward a little in his chair, breaddng 
a Kttle faster. But still cagey. “Adds up to what, Mr. 
Maddock?” 

“To the reason you cut off Weederwood’s head in the 
bathroom connecting Marie Dinan’s and Miss Valentine’s 
cabins ” I guessed desperately. “To prevent identifica¬ 
tion of the corpse. Yet you Irft symbols to teU me his 
name—a piece of wood and a flower stalk, or weed* You 
wanted me to know it was Weederwood, and yet you 
didn’t want me to see his face. You know whyl” 

Bofius was on his feet suddenly. 

And in his hand was a short-snouted, ugly little gun, 
Tm not so sure you’ve figured it out, Mr. Maddock, 
he said tensely between his teeth* “But you know enough 
to make things highly inconvenient ” 

T know enough to make it add up to a murder rap 
for you, Bofius,” I said, trying to stay cooL “And you're 
a damn fool to think you can get out of it by putting a 
hole in me. You don't think Fd come here without hav¬ 
ing tipped off the captain first, do you? He happens to 
know Fm here with you right now.” 

And what a jerk I was because that wasn’t true. I had 



a .32 in a hokter, but it wasn't doing me much good. 

“It might be you simply came on a fishing expedition^ 
Mr. Maddock. Unfortunately, the fish hooked you, in¬ 
stead of vice versa. In any event, I certainly haven't any¬ 
thing to gain by letting you go, have I?" 

I could see his point of view. 

“Maybe we could strike a bargain,” I suggested, ‘Tm 
not tile law, you know. All Im interested in is getting 
back the Draghata necklace for my company ” 

“That is out of the question. Any other ideas?” 

“A gun mak^ a lot of noise, Boflus,” I pointed out, 
“This one has a silencer, Mr. Maddock So I wouldn't 
expect the U. S. Marines, if I were you.* 

The door swxmg open behind me. 

I turned and saw the massive form of Veebee Eistidni. 
The door closed, and he looked from Bofius to me, glow¬ 
ering. His big black mustache trembled, 

“What the hell,* he said tersely, 

“Mr. Maddock here thinks we have the Draghata neck¬ 
lace,” Bofius purred. “He's definitely unfriendly, Veebee * 
I bad nothing to lose at that point. Horace Bofius didn't 
bluff easily, but Veebee was an unknown quantity, 
“When you reach Samoa this evening, Veebee,* I said 
with a casual si^ “you will be taken ashore tmder ar¬ 
rest, and delivered to authorities to be returned to the 
States for trial Not for robbery, dear heart. But for mur¬ 
der. For the murder of Professor Weederwood.” 
Veebee's heavy jaw fell open. 

“Don't mix me up witii no murders,* be burst out hotly. 
“I didn't kill that damn queenl” He wheeled massively 
toward the tense-lipped little man on the other side of 
the room, “You know that, Horace. You better set tins 
bastard straight—or IH bust your damn face ini* 

“Shut up, you stupid apel" Bofius yeUed. "He doesn't 
know a damn thing. And all that crap about being ar¬ 
rested is pure baloney—* 

I was SO stunned by the one word Veebee had used— 
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'^queen”—that I almost forgot the spot I was in. Pin- 
wheels were going off in my brain. Suddenly in an instant, 
the whole crazy pattern of events made sense. I had it 
figured out, and there was no further reason to hang 
around. 

Except the ugly little gun in Boflus' hand And Veebee 
behind me, blocking the door. 

^How do you know it's baloney?” Veebee demanded 
of Boflus. "AH I know Is, I ain't going to get no murder 
rap pinned on me! The necklace is one thing, but I didn’t 
have nothing to do with killing Weederwood, Horace, 
and you damn well know it. You tell this guy that, too— 
right now ” 

"Shut upl You fool, do you want to lose over a millicm 
bucks? Are you going to let this jerk bluff us out of— 

That was as far as he got I'd b^n waiting for him to 
shift his eyes and his attention to Veebee. In the split 
second that he did, I made a low dive out of the chair 
for his feet. At the same time I sideswiped a lamp hard 
at Veebee. 

It was a mistake. 

Boflus was ready for me. He sidestepped nimbly. There 
was no sound as he pressed the trigger. 

A hot flame lanced tiirough my left shoulder. 

"Don’t loll him herel” Veebee cried hoarsely, 

“AE right,” I heard Boflus say. “But you’d better work 
him over and quiet him down,” 

Veebee went to work on me. 
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THIRTEEN 


Veebee mat not have been a murderer, but he was no 
angel of mercy. First he smartly brisked me and got the 
gun in my shoulder holster. Then he hauled me to my 
feet and socked me along the jaw with his clenched fist 
I went down. He picked me up again, without expression, 
and slammed me with the sledgehammer of Ins foreaniL 
I smashed against the wall 
It was like being trampled by a rhino* 

He kicked me in the hip, and I thought my bone was 
broken* Another sweep of his arm battered the bridge 
of my nose, t saw colors, flashes, whirling circles. Then 
something crashed against my ear and I went diving to 
the floor again* 

That's all I remembered. Except that it was raining 
or something* I spluttered and gasped* 

"Doiise him again,'^ I heard Boflus say. 

Looking up, I saw Veebee coming toward me wth a 
pitcher of water* No expr^sion on his massive face* Our 
eyes met Then he flung the contents of the pitdiet at me 
again* 

“"All right,” Boflus said, "He's conscious ” 
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He didn’t look big, even from the floor* He was smok¬ 
ing one of his Egyptian cigarettes, smiling mildly down 
at me, 

TThink you can behave now, Mr. Maddock?^ 

I sat up on the floor painfully. My left shoulder ached* 
I remembered and looked. There was a small black hole 
Just below the shoulder bone. I held out my jacket. My 
shirt was stained. I placed my back to a wall of the 
cabin, and wiped my face with a handkerchief. It came 
away bloody. I didn’t want to look in a mirror. What 
Veebee had done to me would not add up to a beauty 
treatment. 

*Thanks, Veebee,* I said. *111 remember that.* 

"Maybe you want more,” Veebee said* "Then maybe 
you won’t remember nothing, wise guy ” 

"You gave him enough to remember/ Boflus said cut¬ 
tingly. "Because you couldn’t keep your big fat yap 
shut* He looked down at me. "You know the score now, 
don't you, Maddock?” 

I nodded wearily* 

"Weederwood was a professional female impersonator. 
Our friend Veebee here gave it away when he referred to 
the erstwhile Professor as a 'queen.’ That 's why the two 
middle toes were off—so that he could squeeze his feet 
into women’s shoes,” 

"Go on,” Boflus said, motioning with his silenoer. "What 
else have you figured out?” 

"Masquerading as Marie Dinan, he IdUed Karl Peter¬ 
son and dumped him in Elaine’s room. Then as Profes¬ 
sor Weederwood be gave Marie Dinan—himself in female 
disguise—an alibL He was a one-man murder team* 
Right?” 

“You’re putting it together,” Boflus agreed amiably* 

"How did you get wise?” I asked curiously. 

Boflus shrugged. "Watching through my little mirror 
when Peterson went into Marie Dinan's cabin* He was 
drunk. He tried to rape her, Marie struggled without 
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screaming. I realized why there were no screams when 
Peterson ripped her dress all the way down. He was 
shocked—becaiise Marie was a man. Marie—alias Weed- 
erwood—had to knife Peterson to keep the secret. Then 
I saw Marie drag Peterson into Miss Valentine's room.*" 

“Marie, alias Weederwood, had two separate state¬ 
rooms—one for each personality,” 1 mused. **How do yon 
figure he was able to get on board ship as two people?” 

Boflus shrugged. "One forged passport, probably. Two 
reserved staterooms. Shifting from man to woman several 
times a day, to establish the identity of both Marie Dinan 
and Professor Weederwood. You never saw them to¬ 
gether, of course.” 

“A slick plot” 

‘Very neat YouVe figured out what he was up to?” 

T think so. He established the Weederwood charac¬ 
ter so that he could openly pin robbery of the necklace 
on him. That was why as Weederwood—with whiskers 
and pince-nez—he openly stuck up Miss Valentine for 
the necklace and confessed to kill mg Peterson. Then 
Weederwood ‘disappeared' . * . because for the rest of 
the trip he would be only Marie Dinan. And the culprit 
everybody was hunting for—Weederwood—would have 
vanished from the ship.” 

“Exactly," Boflus nodded. "It was a masterpiece of con¬ 
niving. Except that his scheme was endangered when 
Peterson discovered that Marie Dinan was a man. That 
was why Peterson had to die—and die quickly.” 

"Weederwood didn't know that two other people were 
on to his secret,” I mused, more to myself than Boflus. 

"Two? Who eke knew?” 

"Sasata. He was watching in your litde mirror ” I 
reached in my pocket for a cigarette without getting up. 
"Did you know what Weederwood was up to at the time, 
Boflus?” 

He shook his head. 

“I simply thought he was a queer,” the little man ad- 
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mitted. *1 figured I might he able te shake him down a 
bit for the murder at a lata: date. My first interest, how¬ 
ever, was in getting the necklace, as you surmised. If 
you recall, I suggested a deal with you in the bar, 
whaeby in return for the necklace I would dispose of 
Peterson s body in Miss Elaine s cabins 
“Trou didn’t really expect me to say yes, did you?” 
*Not really. But it was worth a try ” Boflus gave me his 
poisonous little half-smile. "You don’t look very bright, 
you know. And you aren't actually. Or you’d have fig¬ 
ured out what Weederwood was up to long ago.” 

"You might be right, Boflus. When did you realize?" 
“I simply put two md two together, I’d seen Marie 
Dinan go into Weederwood’s stateroom on several oc¬ 
casions. Sometimes she came out, sometimes he came out* 
But never together. It was open and shut, knowing that 
Marie was a man in disguise, that Weederwood was the 
male disguise for Dinan.* 

I couldn’t help puncturing his smug self-satisfaction, 
"But you didn’t realize what his game was * I pointed 
out, "until I told Veebee to inform you that Weederwood 
had stuck up Miss Valentine for the necklace," 

"True, Why were you so anxious for me to know. Mad- 
dock? What was your point?* 

"Since I knew you were trying to he^t the necklace, I 
figured you and Veebee would hunt for Weederwood, 
who had disappeared* That way I could use you two as 
bloodhoimds.* 

"You weren’t very good on the trail. When Weeder¬ 
wood vanished, I knew where to go, Marie Dinan’s 
room.* 

I stared up at blTn curiously, "Why did you feel it was 
necessary to murder him to get the necklace? Couldn’t 
you simply have forced him to give it up at gun-point?* 
"Yeah, why?* Veebee suddenly barked belligerently* 
"I didn’t figure you would murder the queen* You said 
it was just a heist jobl* 
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Boflus looked from Veebee to me. He lit a cigarette 
with his left hand, without altering the position of the 
gun, which pointed down at my forehead. 

“Morons, both of you,” he said smoothly, inhaling. “By 
Trillin g Weederwood, I could keep suspicion on Marie 
Dlnan. I couldn't leave the body as Marie, because ex¬ 
amination would show it was a man. A dead man dressed 
as Marie would have given the show away. But the naked 
body of a man-without the head that might be recog¬ 
nized as Marie Dinan-codid be identified as Weeder¬ 
wood. To make sure, I left that symbol of wwd and 
weed. The head went overboard widi a weight.” 

“Shrewd,” I acknowledged. “That automatically made 
Marie Dinan vanish into thin air. Murder suspect. And 
also possessor of the missing necklace. Which^would also, 
naturally, divert all suspicion from yourself.” 

“Precisely. Does that clear everything up nicely for 

yon?^ IP 

"You still have tiie necWace, of course. 

"Oil, naturally" 

"What happens to me?" 

"What do you think?" 

I shifted my inquiring gaze to Veebee. He glowered, 
looked uneasy, I knew that murder was out of his class, 

tremendous bruiser that he was, while a little squirt like 
Boflus thought nothing erf exterminating human life. It 

takes all kinds. ,j 

“You’re not being fair to friend Veebee, I said. He 
didn’t cut in for murder. As it is now, he might have to 
take part of the rap for killing Weederwood. Then ag^ 
he mi^t convince a jury his hands were clean on t 

one. But if you put a slug in me-" . , . v- 

“Shut up," Boflus said tightly. The gun raised in his 

hand. 

“Take it easy, Horace," Veebee muttered. 

“Don’t be a jerk. Can’t you see he’s only trying to split 
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US? Tm not saying Tm going to kill him. If there*s no 
other way out, I will. But that depends on him.* 

*Tm Hstenmg,* I said 

“Fm not sure myself yet AEv© you're dangerous, Mad- 
dock, because you know I knocked off Weederwood—but 
tf you were wQling to play ball, you could keep the rap 
pinned on Marie Dlnan. Dead means you're another body 
to get lid of—and, of course^ it also means your mouth 
will be shut tight* 

*HeTl play ball," Veebee said. “He better. Or Ill get 
hold of him and break every bone in his body," 

*Would you believe me if I said fd go along with you, 
Boflus?" I asked 

“No. That's the trouble. Stire you'd say yes. An^^diing's 
better than a slug in the head. But you'd double-cross 
me as soon as you got a chance " 

Ve never broken my word yet” I lied, putting on my 
sincere, calm expressioa It had worked before. 

But it cut no ice with, a c)mical cookie like Boflus. 

He kept staring at me, chewing his lip reflectively. 

While he did, I was still seeking answers in my mind 
Where did Sarah Banner, and her secret about Joe Calt 
fit into this picture? And I was stfll in the dark about 
where the Whites—Rita and her rabbity husband, Sey¬ 
mour—came in. 

Jessie Evans had told me* I recalled that Seymour 
White had come to her cabin asking to eimmine the neck¬ 
lace. He wanted to manufacture some replicas, he had 
told her. And his wife was the link to Joe Calt But what 
did this whole curious pattern mean, if Horace Boflus 
had the Draghata necklace? 

“My mind’s made up." Boflus' voice cut through my 
thou^ts. 

“W© let him go, huh?" Veebee said with hoarse eager¬ 
ness. 

“We shoot him in the head,* said Boflus. “Right now.* 

And he raised the gun, two feet from my right ear. 
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FOURTEEN 


“Go AHEAB and pidl lie trigger,” I saiii and managed 
a smile* 'The joke's on you, anyhow*” 

The gun didn't waver. But Boflus' index finger let up 
on tie squeeze* ‘IVhat joke?” 

"Wait until you try to ped<Be that neddaoe ” 

Bofius look^ at Veebee* Veebee looked at Boflus. 
Talk,” Bofius said tightly, TouVe got your reprieve. 
For a few seconds, anyhow. It better make sense ” 

Tt does. Kill me, Bofius, and you've gone to a lot of 
trouble for nothing. So did Weederwood, alias Marie 
Dinan, for that matter. And another team of connivers 
you probably know—Sasata and Gilbert-Gilbert All of 
you trying to outsmart the othm. But there's an outfit on 
board that's cleverer and faster than tie lot of youl” 
"What the hell are you talking about? Spit it outi” 
Those rocks you have. They're phonies ” 

**Wluitr Bofius' jaw sagged. Veebee blanched white. 
The real ice,” I went on leisurely, as thou^ that u^y 
little weapon wasn't giving me the creeps, "was already 
switched when Jessie Evans gave them to me to keep 
for her. I didn't ^ow it myself at the time, but 1 do now, 
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I gave the phonies to Elaine Valentine, Weederwood took 
them away from her, and you took them away from 
WeederwoocL" 

"You^e lying, you louse,” Boflus snarled, Tfou're try¬ 
ing to talk your way out of a fast bullet” 

I had to take the long shot then. If I was wrong, well, 
I would at least have had the benefit of breathing for 
three more minutes. 

T>ont take my word for it,” I told Boflus, “Test the 
rocks yourself. You canT scratch diamonds.” 

Boflus stared at me grimly. With his left hand he 
reached into his inside jacket pocket and took out a 
brown leatherette c^e. Keeping his eyes and gun fixed 
on me, he tossed the case to Veebee. “Scratch ’em,” he 
said, I held my breath and prayed. 

Veebee opened the case and took out a pen-knife. He 
tested the point of the knife on the gems of the neck¬ 
lace, His big black mustache began to tremble. For a sec¬ 
ond I thought his monster's face was going to dissolve 
in tears. 

“Horace,” he whispered husldly, “They scratdi.” 

Boflus went white. His eyes bored into me like two rods 
of white fire, “Talk,” he said tautly, “Ill give you two 
seconds to tell me who has the real rocks. Talk or I’ll 
blow off the top of your headl” 

“Go ahead,” I said affably. “Then youTl neyer fcaow ” 

“Im warning you, Maddockl” 

“Look, pal, I know when I hold the winning cards. 
You won’t shoot me now, Tm your only diance to get on 
the trail of the million and a half bucla you thought you 
had—but haven’t” 

“I’m not so sure you do know,” Boflus snarled, "If you 
did, what the hell did you come snooping around me 
for? Why didn’t you go after the real rocks yourself?” 

“Because,” I shrugged, “I wasn’t sure until just now, 
when Veebee scratched those phonies of yours. In fact, 
if you must know, the whole truth didnt dawn on me 
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unta about ten minutes ago. Let me walk out of bere^ and 

youTl have a chance to beat me to them. You can trail 

me. 

Tve got a better idea,” Boflus smiled. "Veebeel” 
“What?” 

^ork him over. A nice little massage. He'll talk.” 

" , if he can stand any more,” Veebee 

“ *00 good shape now.” 

That, I said, "is the understatement of the year. I’ll 
tell you one thing, Boflus. Work me over all you want^ but 
you won’t get what you want to know. And I won’t be in 
fter the rocks myself. Which means you 
wont l^e a chance to use me as a pointer. Now suit 
yourself. 

All right, he said tersely. T*!! play it your way.” 
I^u’re si^er than I thought,” I congratulated him. 
fere’ll be a gun on you all the time, Maddock. Just 
make one wrong move-like trying to tip anybody off- 
and you’re finished. I can shoot from the pocket. And 
since it's a silencer, I can walk away cahnly. So don’t 
get ideas.” 

1-1 ^ ^ '^e^bee grunted. "He looks 

like hell. Might get people asking questions.” 

I said, "Can I have a manicure, too?” 

Vwbee went to work repairing some of the alterations 
he had made in my face. His ministratioiis weren’t ex¬ 
actly in the tradition of Florence Nightingale, but he 
ew what he was doing. He also massaged my arms and 
legs, and it felt good. 

"What about that slug in my shoulder?” 

“Bandage it, Veebee,” Boflus said. “He can get it at¬ 
tended to after we get off the boat at Samoa. Provided 
the necklace gets off at the same time.” 

Veebee did a reasonably good job. and helped me back 
into my undershirt Boflus wrapped my blood soaked 
shirt in a tight bundle and put it in a suitcase. He took 
out one of his own and Veebee tried to get it on me. It 
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felt like a strai^acket and couldn’t be buttoned at the 
neck. 

“Leave it open and no tie," Boflus said. 

Veebee slipped on my jacket 

“All ri^t, Maddodc." Bofius put his hand with the gun 
in his pocket, and kept it diere. “Get moving. And don’t 
forget that HI be right behind you. And Veebee will be 
right behind me.*^ 

“Keep in step, boys,* I said, and opened the door. 

I paused in the corridor to light a cigarette. My shoul¬ 
der ached like heU. But I felt fine. Alive. That stab in the 
dark about the rocks being phony had been pure luck. 
Yet the more I thou^t about it, the more I reali^ it 
to add up. Because it was the only explanation of 
a deal Aat could involve Rita and Seymour White, Sarah 
Banner and Joe Galt. 

My first thou^t, naturally, was how to get Bofius and 
Veebee off my neck. It wasn't going to be easy. I knew 
that Boflus felt pretty cocky with the silencer in his 
pocket. He could give it to me at a distance of ten yards, 
with nobody hearing a sound as I curled up. And in the 
resulting commotion, he could calmly fade away, So I 
had to be careful. No funny stuff like talking to anybody. 

An idea began to take shape as I made my way to the 
deck. I turned toward die stem, found some stairs, and 
descended slowly to the fa n ta i l. 

I stepped over an iron ch ai n stretched across die fan- 
tail. 'The sign said: Crew's Quartersi No Admittance to 
Passengers. 

I went down some more steps. At the bottom I paused 
and looked up. Boflus stared down at me grimly, the 
jacket pocket with his right hand in it taut and menacing. 

Stepping over some rope and duck c h a ins , I walked to 
a door which bore the stencil, Bo’suns Locker. 

I pidced the lock easily and went in, letting the door 
dose behind me. It was pitch dark. 

I waited. 
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I Imew that Boflus would be dehberating whetfier to 
follow me m, or give me a diance to do whatever I was 
going to do. All I had to do was stall, I was sure. Sooner 
or later he would come iiu 
la a few minutes the door opened slowly. 

Boflus entered, his pocket thrust forward. 

I was crouched behind the door, I pushed my weight 
quickly against the door to blot out the light And veer¬ 
ing off in one continuous movement I dived low at where 
I had last seen Boflus standing. 

He had no idea where I was, I soon had a good idea 
where he was. Because I was crashing into his thin legs. 

He went down hard. I felt for his arms and jerked them 
up over his head. I twisted the gun out of his hand and 
swung it by the barrel across where I thought his jaw 
would be. He grunted, and his body relaxed under me 
I thrust my hand into the inside podcet of his jacket and 
groped for the box with the phony gems. Just on the long 
chance that Veebee might have been wrong—and that 
they ware the real rocks after all. What did I have to lose? 

I slipped the case into my pocket, then rolled with 
Boflus to one side. Out of the path of light that was com¬ 
ing with the widening of the door as it opened again. 

Veebee lumbered toward me, gorilla fashion. His big 
arms flailed out from his sides, 

I fired twice, aiming at Ms legs, 

Veebee came on grimly, his fierce black mustache 
bristling. One big arm grabbed for the gun. I ducked, 
jumped to one side and waited. 

The door was closing, blotting out the li^t 
I let him come at me again. He almost reached me as 
the light vanished. I Imped up backward on some steam 
pipes and swung the gun hard with a sweeping motion of 
my right arm. It connected, Veebee grunted. I could tell 
that he was staggered, but it hadn't put him out. 

I swung the butt again in the direction of the groan. 
Veebee cursed weakly, and I heard him stagg^, 
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Then I jumped down from tiie pipes and moved in to 
pay him oflF for the two beatings I had suffered at his 
hands. My fists went to his face as though guided by 
radar. There was enormous satisfaction in feeling my 
knuckles cut into the puffy flesh. 

He made one or two feeble attempts to grab me. But 
I punched off his ams, and kept lacing it into his face. 
The sticky wetness on my fists told me that I was hitting 
paydirt. 

My shoulder hurt like hell, but I kept swinging away 
with all my strength until I heard Veebee hit the ground 
with a loud sigh and a terrific thud. 

Then it was quiet. Nice and quiet 

I moved to the door and opened it In the K^t I saw 
ffiem, Boflus stretched on his back, both arms over his 
head. Veebee on his face, one knee at right angles. It 
was a pleasing picture, and warmed my heart. 

I went out and locked the door behind me. 

A nice little surprise for die bo'sun when he opened 
his locker. 

I made my way back to the promenade of A Deck, and 
took a quick look around the bar. Any number could 
play at the moment. Rita White, Seymour Whiter Joe 
Calt or Sarah Banner, 

I saw Seymour White at a table, drinking by himself. 

He looked up at me mournfully* 

“Hullo " he said. 

I sat down next to him. “How would you like to be 
thrown in the cooler for about twenty years?” 

He stared at me, his meek eyes blinking behind his 
glasses. “Huh? What do you mean? What do you mean, 
Mr. Maddock?” 

“Helping to steal diamonds doesn’t win you a merit 
badge ” I said tightly. “Ill give you two seconds to come 
dean. White,” 

His eyes bugged in fright. “I didn’t have anything to 
do with it, Mr. Maddock. I swear to you I didn’t!” 
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"Tell me what you know, and make it goodl 

jjg licked his Ups anxiously, and ran a nervous 
hand over his bald head. “It was Rita. She insisted that 
I make a synthetic copy of the Draghata 
her. That’s all I know about it, I swear. I heard that the 
real necklace had been stolen, but I didn’t have any¬ 


thing to do with itr 
There was a bad taste in my mouth. 

“If anybody was your wife but Rita,” I said slowly, " d 
say you were a bastard of the first order. But since you 
are married to a stinker,_^I guess you’re giving her just 

about what she deserves. 

I shoved off, leaving him crying into his wtokey. 

In the smoking room a soft white hand feu on my 


“M^e, where in die world have you been?” 

It was Elaina She stared at my face in dismay. I taw 
that Veebee’s beauty treatment was showing ttirough to 
hasty patch-up job. She touched a few welts gingerly. 

“I’ve been playing potsy with Boflus and Veebee, I 
said tersely. “Look, Idd, there’s no tito to tell you every¬ 
thing now. Two jobs for you. Get to the Ckptain tod tell 
him to pick up Boflus and Veebee in the ta suns lo^er. 
They’re to be held for the murder of Weederwood. Tmen 
keep an eye peeled for Joe CalL M be with Rita White. 

and see you later." , 

“Right,” Elaine said briskly. “Mike—you all "8“^ 
Tine. Now, scat” Elaine smiled over her shoulder 

^^^^w^t^down to B Deck, and walked swtftly to the 
Whites’ cabin. I opened the door and went in. 

She was sitting at her dressing table, manicuring her 

nails. 

Her face clouded over as she looked up and saw me. 
“Get out of here,” Rita said. 

I closed the door behind me. . . f,*T 

“You owe me a little something, dear heart A ume 
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information you promised last night. You’ve had services 
rendered. Now I want my bill paid." 

She p^ed up her handkerchief and twisted it in her 
"You despicable son-of-a-bitch,” she said. “If you 
dont grt out of here, IH scream and have you arrested 
for rape! 

I lit a dgarette calmly. “How funny can you get? Since 
when did anybody have to rape you?" 

She jump^ up from the seat and whirled toward me, 
her long-nailed fingers outstretched like daws. For a 
moment she looked less like the skunk I had tabbed her 
than an outraged tigress. 

“Don t do it, Rita, I said. "You’re in enough trouble 
now. About ten to twenty years’ worth, I’d say." 

"What are you talking abouti" 

“The Draghata neddace." 

She stared at me, 

“I don’t know anything about it* 

“No?" I readied into my inside pocket and took out 
the brown leatherette box. I opened it and showed the 
synthetic necklace to her* *You know enough about it 
to get your husband to make this dever little copy. And 
then you gave it to your joy boy, Joe Calt, to work a 
switch with the real thing,^ 

**Youre lyingl” 

All right, sweetheart, have it your way," I put the box 
bade in my pocket. “Except that I already have your 
husband’s testimony. And Joe Calt has talked. He says 
the whole thing was your idea.” 

“He s lying, that dMy ,,, T Rita cut loose with a string 
of invectives that made even me blush. 

I moved toward the door* “You mi^t as well make up 
your mind to give me the neddace. You're not going any¬ 
where with it, Rita, Except to prison, maybe—” 

“I haven't got it, you fool!” Rita stormed* “Why do you 
believe that lying louse? He s got the lodcsr 
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That, I sighed exultantly to myself, answered the big 
question. I pretended to hesitate. 

“All right,” I said, “I’ll listen. You’d better give it to 
me stmight” 

Rita suddenly slumped on her bed and burst into tears, 
her face buried in her hands. I waited her out. After a 
while she subsided. When she looked up, there were 
rivers of mascara running dovra her cheeks. She looked 
old, defeated and tired. 

“Joe said if we got the necldace, it would make him 
rich enough to support me, and I could divorce Seymour.” 
Her voice was toneless, without emotion or hope. “He 
got me to make Seymour do a replica of it He had a 
plan all figured out He’d found out that Sarah Banner, 
Jessie Evans’ maid, was a drug addict He’d been feed¬ 
ing her the stuS. Then when 1 turned over the synthetic 
necklace to hi m , he gave it to Sarah to switch with the 
real jewels Jessie Evans kept in a drawer of her vanity.” 

“What did Sarah get out trf it?” 

"Twenty.five thousand dollars and a big supply of 
horse.” 

“Where did Calt get twenty-five grand?” 

*T made Seymour write out a check for that sum.” 

“Where has Calt got the nedkiace stashed?” 

Rita looked up at me glumly, “I don’t know. I honestly 
don’t He never even showed the diamonds to me. Once 
he had his hands on them, he threw me over for that red¬ 
headed tramp, Vivi Jacksonl” 

“Why didn’t you threaten to expose him if he didn’t 
come back to you?” 

“I did. He fust laughed and said that he knew I’d ke^ 
my mouth shut Because if I didn’t, I’d go up the river 
along with him. That he could take it a lot better than I 
could,* 

I shouldn’t have, but I felt sorry for her. 

"^ten, Rita,” I said, my hand on the doorknob, “I 
don't know how you’re going to come out in all this, but 
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if you'll take my advice, the best thing you can do is 
straighten yourself out with your husband. That poor 
slob loves you-God knows why! I tiiink you owe him 
somAfiiiug. And if you’re smart, you’ll realize that hes 

the only Wend you’ve got” 

She buried her face in her hands and didn’t answer. 

I went out 

Joe Galt’s cabin was next door to Rita’s. I tried the 
doorknob. Locked. I rapped loudly. No answer. 

I turned down the passageway and w^ed all the way 
aft. Vivi Jackson’s cabin was 174, I didn’t knock. A swift 
Jab with a skeleton key was sufficient 

They were there all right In what mi^t be ^ed a 
compromising situation. There was a bottle of whiskey on 
the table, with about a finger left, and two empty stained 
glasses. Looking at Vivi, as I couldnt help doing, 1 had 
an intuitive bunch that the fullness of her chest swelled 
too much to be true. 

Joe Galt sat up, red face flaming. 

“What the hell's tiie big idea?” 

I could smell Vivi’s lilac perfume clear across die room. 

"Sorry to interrupt, but you and J urgent 

business together, Joe. It can’t wait. , ^ ^ 

"Gee, Mike,” Vivi said, peeved. “I don’t think it’s very 
nice to bust in on a girl at a time like this." 

Tve got a good mind to punch you in the nose," Joe 
snarled, jumping up. 

"I wouldn’t try it, Joe." 

“Oh, no?” Enraged, he came at me, swinging wildly. 

I dipp^ him on the side of the Jaw, and he went 
sprawling on the bed. 

"Now behave yourself,” I said. "And hand over the 
necklace." 

Joe Galt’s eyes glittered. "What necklace?^ 

"Don’t play coy with me, brother, or I’ll rou^ you up 
some more. Fork it over!" 

"I don’t know what the hell you’re talking aboutr 
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“Pull yourself together and lets go to your cabin. 
There s no reason VM has to watch you spDl blood* 

“I ain’t going no place * 

I walked to the bed and cuffed him across the cheek, 
“Get moving, colde,” I said. 

He swallowed hard, and put on his socks and shoes. 
“Gee, Mike," Vivi protested, ‘'you’re a spoilsportl" 
"Sorry, Idd But you ou^t to know better than to get 
mixed up with crooks—" 

The door suddenly opened ^hind me. I turned. 

It was Sasata. He was minus his turban and cummer¬ 
bund. But plus a revolver. It wriggled in his right hand 
“Ill take that necklace, Mr. Maddock," he said quietity, 
“What the hell is thisl" Vlvi exclaimed She threw a 
dressing gown around herself indignantly. 

"You’re a little premature, Sasata," I said “I hav^’t 
got the necklace.” 

“Permit me to disagree. IVe been watching your move¬ 
ments for the last two hours ” Holding the gun pointed 
at me warily, he moved close and patted my pockets, 
With a quick movement he took the brown leather¬ 
ette box. He flicked it open with one hand gave it a 
quick glance, then closed the box and slipped it into his 
pocket. He also found Boflus* silencer m my side pocket, 
and relieved me of that 

I couldn’t help a slight smile. Poor Sasatal Always too 
late and off the beam. He’d worked so hard all through 
the voyage—only to wind up with a synthetic product 
“I’m glad you’re amused," he said suspiciously. 

“How do you figure to get away with this, Sasata?” I 
asked seriously. “You going to disappear, too?” 

"Perhaps. We’re reasonably close to Samoa, you know, 
Fm an excellent swimmer, Mr. Maddocfc," 

“Good luck,” I shrugged 

“Don’t try to come out that door for ten minutes " he 
warned, backing toward the door. "Any of you. If you do, 
m shoot from the end of the passageway.” 
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He opeoad the door with a hand behind his back. He 
went out still facing us, his gun leveled. The door closed* 
"For gosh sake!” Vivi said in exasperatioiL “What is 
this—Grand Central Station?” 

“IT! bet you've never had so many men in and out of 
here before, Vivi,” I grinned* 

Joe Calt stared at me suspiciously, “Look here, Mad- 
dock,” he said sullenly, “ITl make a deal with you*” 
"VWiat's your deal?” 

“Forget about me, and it's worth a hundred grand** 
“In LO.U/sr 

“As soon as I can get the cash. You know how,” 

“Your fathers mustache. I want those rocks. And I 
want them now. If you've got 'em on you, you can save 
yonrself a bad time ” 

He sucked in his breath in angry disappohatment. 
“You'll never find them where IVe hid them, wise guyl 
Beat me up all you want, but you'll never find them*” 
Vivi was looking thoughtfuL 
“Mike” she said, 

“Later, Vivi. . * 

“No, now. Come here. I want to whisper something to 
you ” 

Joe Calt glared at her suspiciously* 

I drew close to Vivi, who was standing near the closet* 
The smell of lilac became overpowering. 

“I'm not sure,” she whispered in my ear, “but I think 
that what you're looking for he keeps in his athletic 
supporter—” 

Before I could react, Joe Calt had leaped from die bed 
and thrust Vivi hard up against me. I lost my balance and 
went over backwards. Vivi landed on top of me, 

“Why, Mike!” Vivi laughed down at me. 

I winced with the pain of my shoulder. 

Rolling Vivi over, I scrambled to my feet The door 
was already closing. I caught it before it closed and raced 
out into the passageway, I caught a glimpse of Joe Calt 
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racing forward, and started after him but he had a good 
lead, and disappeared down the steps of the bow com- 
panionway, 

I knew I had to get him, and get him fast Because all 
he wanted was two free minutes to stash the Draghata 
necklace in some dever hiding place where I’d never 
find it 

Or maybe in Davey Jones’ lodcer. 
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FIFTEEN 


I STOPPED AT C Deck because I didn^t hear his footsteps 
racing down below. I took a quick look at the passageway 
on the port side. No dice. Then starboard—and caught a 
glimpse of a pair of heels dashing into the C Deck lounge. 
1 ran. 

He wasn't in the lounge when I caught up. I pushed 
through a glass door to the promenade, and saw him 
doubling back on the other side of the promenade. I hur¬ 
ried back into the lounge, and he flew down the stairs 
of the foyer. 

I was about ten yards behind him on E Deck when be 
hit out in the direction of the pursers office* Just as I 
closed in on him, he found another stairway and dis¬ 
appeared into the hold. He kept ahead of me, dodging 
around trunks, paddng crates and automobiles* I could 
tell where he was by his heavy breathing. He must have 
realized it, because suddenly all was silent 

I stalked him warily. 

Then the sky came down on me* Hard, My head 
throbbed with a m illion aches, I staggered against an 
upright trunk, spilling with it to the floor of the hold* 
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^NdwI"* Joe Calt panted 

He had an upraised pieee of two-by-four in his hands 
and came at me swinging downward with all his strength. 

The wood smashed against die floor a split second after 
I had rolled to one side* I thrust my right foot out sharply 
and caught him inside the knee. He feU face downward, 
stiU holding on to the two-by-foufi 
He rolled over and threw the board at me as I charged 
at him. It caught me in the side of ftie leg and half-^ 
turned me. But I landed on top of him. He fought now 
with all his strength, with the power of desperation. We 
rolled over a couple of times, and he tried to bang my 
head against the steel floor. Finally 1 l^ok© his grip, 
jumped up, and hauled him to his feet by his open shirt. 

He swung wildly, battering at my face. I didn't bother 
to put up a guard. I led with my left, then followed it 
up with ray right, hard, I smashed blow after How at 
his jaw. I could taste the blood in my mouth, but I felt 
a savage satisfaction when I saw it start to trickle dovra 
his chin, too. 

He kicked out between my legs with all his might 
I pivoted on one heel, grabbed his foot and yanked, 
and he went down flat on Hs back, I winced at the sound 
his head made as it hit riie steel 
And then he wasn't moving, 

I took time out to mop the blood from my face and 
catch a few sharp breaths. Then I stripped him. 

It was like the lady said, 

A hell of a place to hide diamonds! 

To make sure I finally had tiie real tibing in my hands, 
I took out my pen-knife and tested. No soratehes. 

Which was a lot more than could be said for me. 

And then I heard die three loud toots of the ship’s 
horn which meant that we were pulling into Samoa, 


"Your shoulder may hiut like hell for a while,” the 
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ship's doctor said, "But youre ludcy it wasn't worse. 
Waiting so long before you got that bullet out wasn't 
smart** 

"Just couldn't ind the time, doc,” I said mildly. 

The bandage felt good, and the pain wasn't so bad 
now. Elaine was waiting for me when I came out She 
looked good, fresh and sweet in a number she'd obviously 
saved for Samoa. Her light-blue eyes were set off by a 
gfn gham thing with little-girl checks in deep blue, and a 
floppy white hat she carried, 

"The captain's waiting to see you,” she said, "How's 
the shoulder, Mike? Hurt much?” 

"Sure,” I said. "Want to loss it and make it better?” 
She gave me a smile. No kiss. 

We left mjr room and started for the bridge, 

"This was certainly one of the screwiest jobs weV© 
ever been on^” Elama sighed, "What a bunch of con- 
niversl In a way, tfs sort of funny, when you think about 
it” 

"Hilarious ” I said. "I almost died laughing ” 

"Oh, you know what I mean. That female impersona¬ 
tor going to all diat trouble, even killing Peterson, Sasata 
and Gilbert Gilbert knockMg themselves out with lhat 
stupid death prayer routine. Boflus and Veebee killing 
Weederwood, and going out on a limb with you. All for 
what? For a cheap phony necklace. When do you sup¬ 
pose Joe Gait switched it?” 

"Sarah Banner slipped it to him the night before we 
saw him with Vivi Jackson. Just as soon as he had them, 
he had no more need of Bita White,” I sighed a little. 
"If I'd have had half a brain. I’d have realized what was 
going on in that departmeiit” 

"It would have saved a lot of trouble,” Elaine agreed. 
"Trouble? It would have saved me two beatings by 
Veebee, being thrown over the rail by Gilbert, a slug in 
the shoulder by Boflus, and a whack over die head with a 
plank by Joe Galt” 
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s a wonder youVe still in one piece, darling*** 

I stopped and looked at her. *Did you say darling?* 
Elaine colored a little and kept on walking up the 
white-painted iron staircase, toward the bridge. 

The captain seemed to have changed quite a bit since 
the last time I had seen him. His white mustache spread 
am)ss his red face in what I suspected was a concealed 
beam. That is, I figured diat behind the screen there was 
a smile . 

*Mr. Maddodcl" He crossed the large cabin to pump 
my hand enthusiastically. He bowed to Elaine. ‘‘Miss 
Valentine. I catft tel you bow grateful I am to you 
both* 

“Why^ thank you. Captain,* Elaine said graciously, 
TBut Fm afraid al your gratitude belongs to Mr. Mad- 
dock, I had very Itde to do with it” 

T do appreciate your clearing up those murders, Mr. 
Maddock, the captain sighed, pouring drinks. “Nasty 
businessi And that ridiculous habit of disappearing. Most 
disconcerting, you know!* 

“I know ” I said and accepted a drink 
I dinked glasses witib Elaine, then with the captain. 
“Well, it was a damned good jok WeH have the 
American authorities in Samoa take over from here, I 
want to check with you on the dispositLon of the prison¬ 
ers. Horace Eoflus and Veebee Ristidni” 

“Boflus charged with first degree murder; Ristidni 
charged as an accessory to the crime." 

“Joseph Calt?" 

“Grand larceny * 

The captain scratched his nose; “Oh, I almost forgot 
to tel you. Another damned disappearancel That feUow 
Sasata is nowhere to be foundl" 

I grinned. TDon*t worry about h im . Captain * 

“I don't know," De Wyde said dubiously, “I don't 
want another corpse turning up—" 
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“That’s between Sasata and the sharks. Go on. Who 
else?” 

“Gilbert Gilbert?” 

"Attempted grand larceny." 

“Thank you. I’ll see that all the prisoners are turned 
over to the authorities, widi a copy of your charges." 

We shook hands, and Elaine and I started back down 

to deck. 

“Seems to me you forgot a few people,” Elaine said 
pointedly. 

“Did I?” Iimocent old me. 

"What about Sarah Banner? Didn’t she actually make 
the switch of necklaces for Joe Galt? Isn’t she guilty of 
burglary?” 

“We-ell,” I sighed. “It’s just one of tiiose things. 

Elaine threw me a look as we reached the promenade. 
“You mean,” she said tightly, “that Sarah deserves some 
consideration for services rendered.” 

“Elainel” I put on my best air of injury. As a matter of 
fact, Elaine was only half-right I did have some tender 
feelings toward Sarah. And I ovred her something for 
hurting her that night I had had to kick her out when 
Jessie was with me. But I think die real reason was that 
I felt sorry for her. She was a nice kid with a bad habit 
A coWe win do a lot of things to get a supply of the 

white stuff. ^ 

“I suppose that’s the reason you didnt say anything 
about Rita White, eidier." Elaine accused. “You and your 
women!” 

TUta wasn't a eriminal,” I explained, ''She was just a 
fooUsh woman trying to hold her lover. I think she’s 
learned her lesson. As for her husband, he was just a 
poor slob who did whatever she told him to. Galt was 
the criminal mind in diat bunch. I hope they throw the 

book at him.” , 

“Well,” Elaine sighed, “it’s been a rough journey. Lets 

get ashore and see some of Samoa.” 
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Td better see Miss Evans fest.” 

**Wbat for? The jewels will be safe now for die rest of 
the trip. In the captain s safe ” 

TThat's what I want to tell her. Want to oomeF* 

Elaine^s tongue poked in her cheet Then she said, 
*^^o. m wait for you up on deck” 

When I knocked, Sarah Banner opened the door of 
J^sie's cabin. She stared at me for a moment with big, 
tragic eyes. 

Then her mouth framed one word. ^Thanks * 

I squeezed her arm and went in, 

Jessie had on something that she imagined was the 
last word in Samoan raiment. It was certainly the last 
word. The top, leopard-skin, cut down to there. Her 
middle was bare. Her skirt was black and key. Every¬ 
thing was gay but her face. 

"Mikel Do you realize what you've done?” 

She turned aroimd on the vanity bench to face me, 

‘‘No idea,” I saidL 

"YouVe only cost me the best masseur I ever had^ 
Veebee, And you've even had the nerve to have Gilbert 
arrested. Good heavens, man, are you trying to ruin my 
vacation?” 

I didn't know whether to laugh or be sore; 

TLook, Jessie—” 

TLook, my eyel I don't want to hear another word 
about diat dreadful necklace. I think Ill just throw it in 
the ocean or something ” 

"Well, before you do,” I said patiendy, "would you 
mind canceling your insurance policy on It? Then I can 
go home.” 

"Mike ” Her voice was suddenly subdued and cajol¬ 
ing. She slid off the bench and c^une toward me. Very 
close. Too close, "Youre not being die least bit consid¬ 
erate. You've cost me my masseur. You've cost me my— 
my companion, Ekm't you think you owe it to me to take 
their pkoes, at least?” 
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I was bemused. "You mean—you want to hire me?^ 
"Name your price, darling. Ill double it * 

Her slender fingers slid up my shirt and began toying 
with the buttons. I began to get a little weak in the knees. 
After all, Jessie really had a lot to offer. And not just 
money. 

"You can start right now, Mike * 

I thought of Elaine waiting on deck for me, 

"Look, Jessie, iVe got to go, IVa got to give a statement 
to the authorities in Samoa,"* 

"But what's your statement to me, Mflce, darling?* 
She held my dun in her hand. 

I swallowed hard. "No dice. I can't bark good at ttie 
end of a leash, Jessie. Let's face it Its been nice know¬ 
ing you.* 

I got out before h^ mouth had time to dose. 

Maybe, I thought as I went topside to pick up Elaine, 
that sock on the head Joe Calt had given me with the 
two-by-four had addled my brains. Name my price, she 
had said. Still, I couldn’t see Mike Maddock as a boudoir 
poodle. Wolf, maybe. Poodle, no. 

Elaine gave me one of Ihose sharp looks. 

"That was a quickie* she said. "Feel better now?* 
"You’ll make somebody a very jealous wife,” I said. 


Samoa was lovely. Lagoons, deep purple-blue waters, 
lush vegetation. A real double helping of passion fruit. 
I could see why a man could dream away his life in a 
place like that What amazed me was that it wasn't the 
least bit touristy. Not like Hawaii And the girls were 
really an eyeful 

Elaine and I split up for a while. I just wanted to loaf 
around, and Elaine wanted to buy some of the native- 
made things to take home to her Aunt Susie. I was stroll¬ 
ing along at the side of the large lagoon that was the 
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harbor of Pago Pago, when a soft touch at my elbow 
made me turn my head. 

She was quite lovely, in calico. 

“Please?” she said. 

“Please what, honey?" 

“Do not t'l'inic me ^Id," she said, keeping her lovely 
brown eyes fixed on mine. “But you have time. The slup 
will not sail for many hours. Please?” 

Samoa, I thought Holy cow. 

"You mean you want me to go with you?" 

“Please.” 

“How much?" 

She looked at me, her eyes wide with shock. 

“I do not .want money." 

"What do you want?” 

“A baby. An American baby.” Her eyes were imploring. 

I rubbed my face. "You mean—?” 

“It would mean so much to me. The girls on Samoa 
who have American babies are looked upon higUy. The 
High Talking Chief says it should not be so. But it is so. 

“But . . . why mer ^ 

“I would like my baby to look like you, she said 

simply. 

Brother, I though I let her take my arm. 

We had started up a path together, when I felt a sharp 
lack in my nether regions. I turned angrily. 

“Where," said Elaine, hands on her hips and a deep 
frown on her face, “do you thi^ you’re going?" 

"Tm on an errand of mercy,” I explained. 

Elaine looked at the Samoan girl The Samoan gin 
looked at Elaine, They did not seem happy about each 

“Some errand of mercy,” Elaine said witherin^y. ^ 
“No kidding,” I insisted. “It seems that on Samoa its 
considered a distinction to have an American baby. ^ 
girl asked me to help her out, and—well, you toow how 
important our good-nei^bor policy is, Elainel 
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^ou were a good neighbor to Sarah Banner* 
testily. “You were a good neighbor to Jessie Evans. 
You were a good neighbor to Rita White. Now you're 
going to be a good neighbor to herl What am I-small- 
-poxl* 

“Why, Elaine!” I exclaimed, “I didn’t realize—* 

T want a baby, too. And I saw you first. You’re not 
going to rob me of romance for my one night in Samoa, 
Mike MaddockI” Elaine stamped her foot and wrinkled 
up her little nose as though about to cry. 

But, honey, I’m not ready to get married—" 

"We can discuss that at a later date,” Elaine said 
firmly. She detached the Samoan girl’s arm from Tnina 
Md replaced it with her own. "Right now that moon is 
big and orange, and I don’t know what Fm doing. Let’s 
go find an exclusive p alm tree.” 

We did. 

And that was about aU I saw of Samoa. 



Other BEACON BOOKS You Will Enjoy... 

If this hoekf we Imow y&ii will want ta md die mmy other 

BEACON BOOICS sow available for fcmi: reading pleaaure^ 

You will find them as stimulatiEig, pul50<]uickefung and invigoraciag a 
collectioa of oovaU as you coiid run aaoss cn a month of Sundays. The® 
hpcJ^ are fiery, ted4^[o^edj full of erddng, possboate adveoture, cdculated 
to give you hours of lasdnadofi. 

Note the tides and capsule defcrtpdom listed below and on the following 
pagp •* *?□€ down your sd^ons on the coupon p^ded for your con- 
ventenee . . . and get set foe real dngling readiig enjoymenil 

AND * , ^ the more books you select the lower the price becomes* lor 
divtdual books m each. C>t buy 3 hocks for —7 books for f2 — 11 
books for ^3* 

Order today, whEe we sdU have all the ddes in stock! 

B-226 THE STRANGE ONES by Ben Travis 

The powerful novel of a toctured soul who tried to bve a woman — 
so that be would not love a man! 

B.227 ADD FLESH TO THE FIRE by Orric Hitt 

A tot#i, reut tale of the eaodc Caribb^^ wh^ some men fought 
for love * * * others for lustl 

B^228 NUDE IN THE MIRROR by George 

He met Stella on a lunny cruisel She caught him the mystoies ^ 
Solomxm's harenH-a Roman orgy—a hoed^o in Naples . . . 

B-229 ALCOHOLIC WOMAN by Ruth M* Walsh 
Drink turned her into a sez^txa^ animall 

B«230 ODD GIRL by Arteods Smitb 

She fought^-she struggled-^she even married a man* But In the 
end Ann surrendaed to tortured women like tierselfl 

B-23I TAP SOFTLY ON MY EK>ROOM DOOR 
by Roswell Lewis 

Maddening Brenda—sweet Vivian—^teasing Tawney—erode Fay 
.. , could he handle them all? 

B.232 PRIVATE CLUB by Ome Hitt 

Boldly takes you behind die scenes at a swank r^ort dub where 
unusual pardes were part of the sodd pfogranL 

B^233 TURNCOAT by Richard Fox 

For sex he hettayed hii oountryl A novel of pulsing adventure—of 
lust oa the loose—of girls crazy for love—of men beyond scrupleil 

&234 mGm OF SHAME by Lewis Ltstet 

They knew each others bodies—but not each ochet^s names. 

B-235 OTA by Feed Malloy 

Bionxle vs, brunette b ■ lusty fracas with no holds barred. 

B-237 THE NEEDLE by Sloane M* Britatn 

Man or woman, ihter or brother—her lust knew no boundsl 

B-238 CARNIVAL GIRL by Orrie Hitt 

For the price-of a dek^ you could enjoy Rhode’s charms* 



E.240 

B-241 

B-241 

B-244 

B-245 

&246 

B-347 

B-24a 

B-250 

B-251 

B-252 

B.255 

B-254 

B-233 

B-257 

fi-238 

B.260 

fi-261 


TEMPLE OF LUST by Jotm Burton Tbomp^n 
Womin aflzme wich tropk passion woeship a pagan idol<«-fbe god 
of text 


STREET WALKER by E. S, Sadey 

Lotraine was in tha business—money wasn't the only reason , , | 

l^LLCAT by DoHne Oadc 
No tin too awfulj no vice too onell 

TUB VIRGIN by Bon Morto 
Young gb-ii on tbe loose in vicEKidden Pans. 

THE YOUNG HOODS by Jon Ca«&o 
Every girl was fair game iso the gang! 

THE DIVORCEES by Scott Stone 

A novel ol three women who sought indescribable pleasure—and 
found id 

TOO MANY WOMEN by Barry Devlin 
She vowed to have him—4»er way! 

MARCK> by Scott Stone 

The nights were cold—her bed was wimil A newel dwiut the sport¬ 
ing crowd! 


TOO HOT TO HANDLE by Ome Hht 
If you wanted [deasure, Kay would ^ve you a flbg! 

ONE-KIND OF WOMAN by Ralph Dean 
Men bandied Eileen ao bfUtoHy^ she learned to prefrt wocneEiJ 


CHEATING WIVES by Barry Devlin 

Th» made a game of unfaithfulness. An eiplosive newel of marital 


NUDE IN THE SAND by John Burton Thnnopaon 
Who was die sttange voJupcuoua eteature who perfotmed etodc 
rit» in the siezling bayou sand? 

SIN DOLL by Qrtie Hitt 

Boldly reveals bow girii are recruited—and why! 

MAKE SURE 1 WIN by Barry Devlin 

What happens to the pcet^ young ooeda when vice comes » die 


SHACK WOMAN by Kathie Reed 
The itoty of a bewitthing tramp, whose brazen affaire shocked an 
endie lowm 

WILD BLONDE by Jai* Kelly 

A srtsrthiiig stoiy of wfutehot ptarion that leads down strange 
erotic paths. 

BASHMbNT GANG by David Williama 

Kadik was a ritgio when led brt down the steps . , . 

TAWNY by Orrie Hitt 

Was she a ttamp—or just thrill^iungry? One of Orrie Hitt's 
qiidest yams. 

DANIELLE by Joseph Foster 

Bom for love, tocmed for paaskm, and living only to sarisfy ha 
rtrangc^ wild lusts , » . 


B-262 



&254 STRANGE THIRSTS by Mlcbael Norday 

She forced be- warped desires m men and women alike! 

B-253 HOT BLOOD by John B. Thompaon 

Folks, said Karel wa^ born to be bad—and she set out to prove It. 

B-266 STRIP-TEASE GIRL by Cal Anton 

Of strippers backstage—Hand thdr feverish hunt foe thriUa, 

B-2IS7 ra-VIRGIN by Omc Hht 

At seventeen, Mary took lessons in lust! A seedimg story of vfee 
and hate . . . and love raging uncontroLled. 

B-268 THE THBID SEX by Aftemis Smith 

Cornel to grips with die problems td sodeiys greatest oitse! homo 
sexuality! Told vnih unblushing honesty and vigor. 

B-269 private school by L C Ptiest 

The girls taught each odier level An indoiate glimpse of the vice 
diat lurks EkK^ the facade of many a private imooL 

B-271 NAKED DESIRE by Henry Louis Nixon 

The fulh terrifying stocy of & woman trapped by the desperate 
demands of ha- bodyl 

B-272 GOLDEN TRAMP by Daoma Winston 

Gay was a peculiar girl ... she gave heiself to men, to women, 
even to complete strangetsl 

B^273 OF G-STRINGS AND STRIPPERS by Mark Tryou 

The story of two strippers, Matgoc, who teased men—but loved 
girls—and Lula, who fnnCtlized bcto^ut loved neitber* 

B.275 MIMI by Lee Morel! 

A brilliant Study in sensuality diat cuts deeply and hides nothing— 
absolutely nochingt 

B-276 triangle of SIN by Maoning 

About three lovely ghis who shared forbidden ecstades • • • A 
delicate subject, dari^y treated. 

B-27a SORORITY SIN by E. S. Sedey 

Ptob^ deeply to the rotteo core of co-ed sex and lesbian love on 
the campus. 

B-279 CONVENTION GIRL by Rick Lu«a 

Tycoons on the town in a wondrous world of bourbon, Mondto 
and boudoirs—whoe badness is a cow of beds. 

B-280 warped by Michael Norday 

The story of a strange and terrible triangle—two tormented sisters, 
and the wtanan they both desired! 

B-281 STRANGE GmCI£ by Gale Sydney 

Savage jealousy and strange passions m the asphalt jungle—whoe 
musids mad b^t echoes throbbing of hungty bodies. 

E-2S2 MAVIS by Jii^tn Keitt 

The sltoddng portrait of a pteny wife who fell vioim to the soft 
and corrupt passions of another woman. 

NIGHT OF THE LASH by Barry I>evliii 
Wife, daughter and mi^Tesa—all were at the mercy of a sadistic 
tycoon! 


&283 



B-2SS 

B-286 

8-287 

8-288 

8-289 

8-290 

8-292 

8-293 

8-294 

8-295 

8-296 

8-297 

8-299 

8-300 

8-301 


EX-MISTRESS by Thomas Stone 

Hungry mm were wady to reveal her past—unless the bought their 
sileace with her voluptuous body. 

HE LE NAS HOUSE by Kim Savai^e 
A keytwle view of "America's upper-class bedroom” in our patty- 
mad. alcoholic suburbs—where the only thing cheap is lovel 

POUND OF FLESH by Sinunt Albert 
Kitty made dine with the boss behmd hit wife’s bade—and with 
everybody else behind die boss’s badd 

WAYWARD GIW, by Orrie HRtt 

At feuitee^ an addict. At teeen, a prostitute- At azteen, an m- 
mate submitting to strange praedees. 

^■^PPED DESIRE by Kay Addams 
^dly probes the problem of die frigid woman, forced by despeta- 
Bon into unnatunl paths. 


SCARLET CITY by WinidieU Batty 

The town wm open ... wide open ... and Lora Patoo was out 

to make a killing, using her luscious lovely body as h-ti' 


VIRGIN by Jack Woodford and 
John Burton Thompson 

m unUiuhing story of a blushing ltd who was taught At facts 

or life bjT four pajistonate /oung 

SJATION WAGON W^ by Janet Pritdiafd 

Ultimate story of Ruth Gottloti, wfiose reckless tody made t 
sin resort otre of a fashiooatle countfy dut. 

TOMID TEENS by Onie Hitt 
She came from a nice home ... yet at aeventm she 
to vileuess and twisted d^rel Why? 


song of the whip by Barry EMvIin 

A boldp biting novel of tormented women and the hungoi that 
turn them into shamd^ oi^tures. 


^RY- PRIVATE SECRETARY by Jadt Hanley 

ris^wife was cheating—4iii aecretaiy was young, bewit^g and 


SUMRffiR RESORT WOMEN by Gordon Semple 

A seating novel of restless women seddng thrills and diversiocu 

^ FOR THERESE by Evans Wall 

psm and oocs of the red light distrka unhlushmcly aniued 
m this daring book , . , I s 

LINGERIE LD^ITED by Ralph Oean 

Joyce won advancement with her afoetshoure fovore to both male 

and female eaecudvea ... 

ONE MORE FOR THE ROAD 
by John Burton Thompson 

A m^ s women and • bottle. John and Carol sought escape 
mrough alcohol and sexual 


DOCTOR PRESCOTTS SECRET by PeMy Gaddis 
^ura Wesron’s generosity wiA her superb boc^^drew Ae good 
doctor mto sbockiag activities . . . 


8-302 




B-303 RESTLESS WOMEN hy Riclc Lucas 

An bdinate portray^al of she londy , , ditming for MfiB- 

ment of ^tk desires^ 

B*304 FROM DOOR TO DOOR by Ottie Hitt 

Reyeais the ruthless practkies among door^to-dooc female s^es ^em 
who petHle magazines and passiDn , , . 

B-306 gutter girl by Leo Rifkm and Tony Nomnin 

A fearless tale of die wild and wanton who nm stteef 
packs and throng the cellar clubsl 

B-307 pleasure ALLEY by Ralph Catfer 

The mtd^ aEiout pfosdnites and how th^ get that way, A iwdackm 
to all who believe that "nke’’ ghls cannot succumb to mcWoocy. 

B-308 LUCY by Kay Addaam 

What does a womaii do when her husband doesn’t have enough 
time . . . enough passion . . . enoogh money . , * to satisfy hn? 

B-309 HUCKSTERS' WOMEN by Ridt Lucas 

and savagery m the advetdsing agency jungle! Career ywmm 
who sell anything—everything—to get ^ead! 

6-310 INFIDELITY by Fred Malloy 

A htEd-hitm^ stocy of the modem AmerCcaii wife who suctendem 
to the tempcadooa—and torments-^f ln£delity! 

B-311 DIFFERENT by Dorcue Oatk 

Society uses an u^y word to d^iibe these womcnr 

6*313 PRIVATE CHAUITEURby N, R. De Mewco 

What did he have that every woman wanted? A story of Area 
unhappy women and their dicddng ties with a man-servant. 

B-314 MOTEL GIRLS by Ortie Hitt 

The strange story of three gMs caught m the ieamier dde of die 
motel busfeess. 

B*315 SHE LEARNED THE HARD WAY by Scott Stone 

This eitoiting novel eloquently proves that women, too, can leam 
bom their im^akes. 

B-316 NURSES’ QUARTERS by Lee MoreO 

A daring novel of young wofnea who drift into die ways of un» 
natural love. 

B-317 TRAILER CAMP WOMAN by Doug Duperrault 

A bold, savage novd of life and love in die trai!^ camps on the 
edge of town. 

B-3IS PHILANDERER’S WOMEN by Uwia Lester 

The amocoiu adventures of a man w!ki tangled with too many 
women. 

B-3^ THE HAYLOFT by Gr^ty Swanson 

The poignant aory of a yoimg farm girl involved in a moralj 
charge. 

6-321 LUST FOR LOVE by Flotence Stonebf^er 

Any man could have her-^ he was willing to pay her pcice. 




B.522 INTIMATC PHYSICIAN by Florenz Brandi 

The shodcing affahs of a doctor who made women hu spedaltyt 

B-323 WANTON by Ben Smith 

On die loneJy farm, two men shared this woman! In the teeming 
dry, others shared her mo, 

B-324 she made her BED by Hvana McKnl^ 

To get m the tqp, Eve would offer amthing! A novel of unconven- 
donal love in the off-beat world of radio aid TV. 

B-325 TOIX them anything by Ome Hitt 

The revealing stoty of hudtsters women m the ad alley jungle . . , 
Lusdous playthings and tools of the trade, 

TAKE ADVANTAGE OF OUR SPEOAL OFFER-^ 
MAIL ORDER COUPON NOW! 

350 ea<i— any 3 books for ^1,00—any 7 books for ^2,00—any H 

books for ^3.00. On 1 and 2 copy orders add 15 ^ foe hancfling. 


BEACON BOOKS, P.O. Box 2080 
Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y. 

Please send me the books diecfeed below at the price of 35{ eadi, 
3 for ?1.00, 7 hjT ^2,00 or 11 for ?3.00.1 endose,.... . 

(If order b for 1 or 2 copies only, add Df to cover handling,) 

ORDER BY NUMBERS ONLY 
GIRCLB THE NUMBERS OF BOOKS WANTED 


E-226 

B-243 

8-280 

8278 

8294 

8310 

B-227 

&-244 

B-26I 

8279 

8295 

8311 

B-228 

B-24; 

B-282 

8230 

8296 

8313 

B-22P 

B-246 

B-264 

8281 

8297 

8314 

E230 

B.247 

8-26! 

8282 

8299 

8315 

B.23I 

5-248 

B-266 

8283 

8300 

8316 

B-232 

B-230 

8267 

8285 

8301 

8317 

B-233 

B-251 

8268 

8286 

8302 

8318 

B-234 

E232 

8269 

8287 

8303 

8320 

B23S 

B.2!3 

8271 

8288 

8304 

8321 

B-237 

B-2!4 

8272 

8289 

8306 

8322 

E238 

B-255 

8273 

8290 

8307 

8323 

B240 

B-257 

8275 

8292 

8308 

8324 

B.241 

B-238 

8276 

8293 

8309 

8325 

Id the event 

: we ue 

out of stock 

on any of your sdectioos, pli 

iaie list 

altetnate d^dc^: 





1 ..,._ 







NAME 


ADDRESS_______ 

erry. ------- .zone_state. 

(We pay pottage on all orders. Sony, no COJ>,*s) 















1 


WHEN THE CRUISE SHIP UPPED ANCHOR 
EVERY MORAL BAR CAME DOWN 




I AND THE PASSENGERS TOSSED THEIR 
INHIBITIONS OUT THE PORTHOLES 

I 
I 

ir 

* 

i 

r He had brought along his own girl, pert little Elaine 

Valentine, But aboard the cruise liner, Mike 
Maddock began to neglect her. He had never seen 
so many tempting women—women parading them¬ 
selves in all stages of dress and undress—women 
j hungry for a fling with any man at hand. Especially 

! if the man happened to be Maddock. 

There was rich Jessie Evans, for instance. Taking 
no chances, she brought her male companionship 
I with her. When she met Maddock though, she 

headed right for his cabin. Then there was her lovely 
' blonde maid, Sarah, who wanted to be in the same 

^ place. The shapely redhead, Vivi Jackson, wantonly 

I flung her lush curves at him. And there were others 

. *. many others. 



Elaine got lonelier, and angrier, hour by hour. 
Obviously, Maddock had something these pleasure- 
mad women wanted. Was it his sex appeal—or could 
it have something to do with the fabulous diamond 
necklace said to be on board? Elaine meant to find 
out—even if she had to out-seduce all those feckless 
females who had nothing better to do than play 
with boys! 


IF YOU’VE EVER WONDERED ABOUT WHAT ACTUALLY 


HAPPENS ON A PLEASURE CRUISE YOUIL WANT TO 
READ THIS REBELASIAN STORY OF SEXCAPADES ABOARD SHIP 



OF THOSE CRUISES ...about well-heeled women and sordid men 















